why Liz 
had to leave the 


party so early 


CONTEST 


win a 


‘welcome home” 


DATE WITH ELVIS 


(see page 19 ) 


CAROL LYNLEY: 
‘honest, you can 
dress like a 


‘movie star, too 





ergens beautifies hands as noth 


New tests! New proof! Jergens stops detergent hands! Nancy Sinclair soaked 
both hands in detergents several times a day for 3 days. Her left hand, treated 
with a leading medicated lotion, became red, rough. Her right hand, with Jergens 
care, stayed soft and pretty. Look at the difference in the unretouched photo of 
her hands. In 972 tests, women proved Jergens Lotion stops detergent hands. 


ing else can! 


Jergens is the true 
beauty lotion! 

More than a mere cosmetic, 
more than a clinging 
medication. Jergens Lotion 
protects and beautifies 


as nothing else can. 


Why Jergens is best 
Quickly smooths, softens 
Absorbs instantly 
Leaves no sticky feeling 


Helps replace natural 
moisture lost to weather 
and harsh detergents 


Costs only 15¢ to $1. 
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Every time 

your teeth, 

finish the job... } 
reach for Listerine | 





Germs in mouth and throat cause most bad 
breath. You need an antiseptic to kill germs, and 4 anen te neetaiaes 
no tooth paste is antiseptic. No tooth paste kills THE LISTERINE WAY* 
germs the way Listerine Antiseptic does... 

on contact, by millions, on every oral surface. 

No wonder more American families use Listerine 


than all other mouthwashes combined! 





Tooth paste reaches Listerine way kills 
only teeth, gum- germson tongue, pal- 


Listerine stops bad breath ~~ hy ~~ oP ene Monk ys 
4 times better than tooth paste! ee 


%& TUNE IN “THE GALE STORM SHOW” ABC-TV NETWORK 











STAY-RITE SHIELDS 


Wily new way to keep dainty-dry, 
save clothes and face! Slip-on styling 
stays put with ease. $1.89 
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THEY WANTED-SO MUCH-TO LOVE EACH OTHER 


BUT BETWEEN THEM, LIKE A WALL, WAS A FATHER’S 
SHAMELESS PAST AND A MOTHER’S POSSESSIVE LOVE 


“* 


AND A BOY, WHOSE STRANGE SECRET 
THE WHOLE TOWN KNEW...TOO WELL! 


METRO-GOLDWYN-MAYER PRESENTS 


A SOL C SIEGEL PRODUCTION 


stu HOGERT MITCH ELEANOR PARKER 


RICH AND | # of Co-Starring 
EARTHY f —_—~ 


carry (Mite) = GEORGE PEPPARD-GEORGE HAMILTON-EVERETT SLOANE -LUANA PATTEN 
_—ed “Screen Play by HARRIET FRANK, ur. and IRVING RAVETCH © in CinemaScope And METROCOLOR 
Directed by VINCENTE MINNELLI « Produced by EDMUND GRAINGER 





Here’s Joan Blondell and Dick Powell with—give up?—me! 


. 
THATS 
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BY SIDNEY SKOLSKY 


remember, | remember . . . Har- 
| riet and Ozzie Nelson taking their 

youngsters, David and Ricky, for 
a big night out: dinner at the Brown 
Derby. Perhaps this is where Ricky 
acquired his taste for coffee, which, 
some ten years later, led him to the 
coffee houses of the Sunset Strip. . . . 
And I remember some few years be- 
fore the Nelsons, in the same Vine 
Street Derby on a Saturday after- 


I remember Desi and Lucy before TV. 


noon, Charlie Chaplin lunching with 
his youngsters, Charlie Jr. and Sid- 
ney. The boys wore their Black Foxe 
Military Academy uniforms. Soon 
Chaplin walked across the length of 
the restaurant to Joe E. Brown’s booth 
and asked for his autograph. Charlie’s 
sons wanted it because, as they told 
the great comedian, “Joe E. Brown is 
the funniest man in the world.” 

I remember, | remember this well, 


because Chaplin stopped to tell it to 
me. I look back—and not in anger— 
at Hollywood of some twenty-odd 
years ago and this is my strongest 
recollection: Being told repeatedly 
that Hollywood isn’t what it used to 
be; that I should have been around 
in the good old days. Now I hear peo- 
ple speak about these same abused 
years as the good old days. Time puts 
a halo on a lot of things, doesn’t it? 

For me, remembering is a pleasure. 
So I summon up remembrance of 
things past, so you'll know more 
about the actors you see on the Late, 
Late Show. It’s a way for you to catch 
up on the past. 

There was the time Cary Grant was 
making “Bringing Up Baby” and 
kidded Katharine Hepburn because 
she preferred a man wearing sneak- 
ers to him. Today Cary and that man 
in sneakers, Howard Hughes, are best 
friends and he never sees K. Hepburn. 
... Gary Cooper was a shy youngster 
on the way up in pictures and Mary 
Pickford was about to retire unde- 
feated as “America’s Sweetheart.” In 
those years, it was unthinkable for a 
notable to enter and leave Hollywood 
without attending a dinner party at 
Pickfair. Only yesterday, Nikita 
Khrushchev visited Hollywood and 
was honored with a chicken-and-green 
peas luncheon at the Twentieth Cen- 
tury-Fox commissary. Hollywood’s 
Mary Pickford, 
wasn’t even on the guest list. . . . How- 
ever, Gary Cooper was present. The 
Montana cowboy has come a long 


greatest hostess, 


way, and stayed a long time. The so- 
cial bit started when the Countess Di 
Frasso took Cooper under her wing 


(Continued ) 


Ozzie and Harriet started something by taking Rick and David to the Derby. 
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WAS WRITTEN IN THE/ BLISTER-HEAT OF 
FEELINGS AND EXCIVATIONS...1IT COULD 
COME TO THE SCRE IN NO OTHER WAY! 
















From ‘the 
best-seller 

that makes 
Peyton Place 
read like a 

book of 

nursery rhymes!’ 
Walter Winchel/ 
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oi tei ME ciias: Ug | | GUY | PARKER 
“I'm not a motel | made Guy forget | opened | | didn't touch 
tramp. | don’t want | she was his || a door and || them—he 
you to think | am!” | best friend’s wife. saw too much. | | iv just took pictures. 
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STARRING 


Richard Burton: Barbara Rush 


CO-STARRING 


Jack Garson ‘Angie Dickinson: James Dunn 


sensational ‘Feathers’ of ‘Rio Bravo’!) 


A WARNER BROS. picture TECHNICOLOR® 


ALSO STARRING 


HENRY JONES. screenplay by MILTON SPERLING and PHILIP YORDAN: From the novel by CHARLES MERGENDAHL 


Music Composed and Conducted by LEONARD ROSENMAN ®* Produced by MILTON SPERLING © Directed by DANIEL PETRIE 
| WARNER BROS. First in Motion Pictures, Television, Music and Records | 




















oa INTAKE YOUR GLAIN 
TO ALL THE CASH ON THE COACH 
IN IVORY'S °100,000 WELLS FARGO GIVE-AWAY! 
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‘4 It’s fun! Just reckon up the 7 
amount of money on the stagecoach. 

¥ Closest estimate wins all the cash 

» 
* lus *10,000 Bonus 
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SEE RULES FOR BONUS PRIZE 
2° AND 3” PRIZES 


POWROO WENO WO RUS 0E00 


97 OTHER PRIZES 


IVORY’S $100,000 WELLS FARGO GIVE-AWAY ENTRY BLANK ‘The fastest gun in the West never had it so easy . . - 
a chance to carry off a whole Wells Fargo shipment 
by simply estimating how much cash Dale Robertson 
is helping Ivory Soap give away! A heap of other 
prizes too, like ‘“Thunderbirds” and mink, $100,000 
worth, all told. You’ll need 3 Give-Away wrappers 
from any size of Ivory with each entry . . . so round 
up enough of America’s favorite skin soap for every- 
one in the family to enter today! 


NODDY Hurry! Get Ivory Soap in 
| IVORY special Give-Away wrappers 
| : at your dealer’s. 


9944/00 % pure®... it floats 














Use this entry blank to enter the Give- noes today 


—————S$© PLease print careruLLY OAO— 


My estimate of the amount of cash on the stagecoach is: 


$ 





NAME 








ADDRESS 





cITy 








DEALER’S NAME 





I am enclosing 3 wrappers from any size of Ivory Soap. 


[-] $10,000 Bonus Prize. Check (¥) here if your 3 Ivory Soap 
wrappers include one from each size— Large, Medium, and Personal 
to be eligible for $10,000 Bonus Prize 


Mail to: Ivory Give-Away, Dept. SA, P.O. Box 14. Cincinnati 99 
Ohio. Entries must be postmarked no later than midnight, May 1, 
1960, and received no later than midnight, May 15, 1960. 

























‘NMOG/OW 
TALES OF 
WELLS FARGO 


GIVE-AWAY! ;: 


entry Instructions 
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1. Estimate the total amount of money in the pic- | 


ture. Write your estimate on an official entry blank 
or a plain sheet of paper. Print your name and address 
plainly. The estimate closest to the actual amount 
of money shown on the stagecoach will win first 
prize—all the cash! The next closest will win second 
prize, etc. The prizes are as follows: 


FIRST PRIZE— 
all the cash on the stagecoach. 


SECOND AND THIRD PRIZES— 
Ford ‘“Thunderbird’”’ automobile. 


NEXT PRIZES IN ORDER ARE: 

4 RCA Victor Hi Fidelity Consoles 

10 Mink Stoles 

13 RCA Victor Color TV Sets 

15 RCA Victor Hi Fidelity Phonographs 
55 Wrist Watches 


Each bag shown in the picture contains 1,000 U. S. 


silver dollars. Each money chest is packed with the | 


same equal assortment of all U. S. silver coins in 
current circulation. There are twice as many coins 


in the money chests as there are silver dollars on | 


the roof of the stagecoach. 


2. Mail your completed entry, with one estimate 
only, together with 3 wrappers from any size of Ivory 
Soap to: Ivory Give-Away, P.O. Box 14, Cincinnati 
99, Ohio. Enter as often as you wish but each entry 
must comply with all the rules and be mailed in a 


separate envelope. Entries must be postmarked not | 


later than midnight, May 1, 1960 and received no 
later than midnight, May 15, 1960. Entries are 
limited to residents of the Continental United States 
(including Alaska) and Hawaii. but excluding em- 
ployees of Procter & Gamble, its advertising agencies 
and their families. This contest is subject to gov- 
ernment regulations. 


SS 3. SPECIAL $10,000 BONUS 
oes If your three Ivory Soap wrappers in- 
om 


clude one wrapper from each size of Ivory 
—Large, Medium and Personal Size—you will re- 
ceive a $10,000 bonus if you are the First Prize 
Winner. 


4. In case of ties, which are quite possible, tying 
contestants will be required to complete a statement 
about Ivory Soap. The most apt of the tie-breaking 
statements will be selected and rated for prizes, 
Except for incidental help from family and friends, 
entries must be wholly the work of the person in 
whose name the entry is submitted, and will be dis- 
qualified for outside, professional or compensated 
help. The purpose of this rule is to disqualify entries 
prepared in whole or in part by professional or com- 
pensated contest writers, schools, or services. Dupli; 
cate prizes will be awarded in case of ties in state- 
ments judged. Only one prize will be awarded to 
any person or household. 


5. Judges’ decisions will be final. No entries will be 
returned. Entries. contents and ideas therein belong 
unqualifiedly to Procter and Gamble for any and all 
purposes. The winners or tying entrants will be 
notified by mail about 8 wecks after close of contest. 
A list of winners will be available upon request ap- 
proximately 3 months after close of contest. 


©Procter & Gamble 


and introduced him to the top hat, 
white tie and tails set. 

Then, John Barrymore and Elaine 
Barrie were the John Drew Barrymore 
and Cara Williams of the era, only 
even more so. John and Elaine had a 
hectic cross-country romance, ,head- 
lined hour by hour. It was one of 
those off-again, on-again, off-again 
marriages—only more so. He was 
quite a man, this Barrymore! He 
wouldn’t work in a picture without a 
blackboard on the set. He would read 
his lines from the blackboard, care- 
fully placed out of camera range. The 
studios objected, but they were fool- 
ish. Barrymore was years ahead of 
his time. His method, improved tech- 
nically, is today’s teleprompter. used 
extensively in television. Barrymore 
told me: “I can remember my lines, 
but I don’t think they’re worth re- 
doubted the 
Great Profile. .. . Another front-page 
romance of this period—the Terrific 


° 9 
membering.” I never 


Thirties—was (Are you ready?) Dick 
Powell and Joan Blondell. I remem- 
ber it well. I interviewed Dick and 
Joan when they returned from their 
honeymoon. And what a public hon- 
eymoon it was! Dick and Joan rode 
up Broadway in an open car and New 
York gave them a ticker tape recep- 
tion, as if they had accomplished a 
historic feat by marrying, something 
like Lindbergh flying across the At- 
lantic. It was something that could 
happen only (Continued on page 69) 


In “the good old days,” Bob Taylor and Barbara Stanwyck even dressed alike. 
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DEAR MISS PAIN: 


Boys sure are a puzzle. Sometimes when 
you go out, they’re real romantic. And 
then, other times, specially when you're 
double-dating with another couple, they 
don’t even bother to hold your hand—or 
kiss you goodnight at your door. They 


act in such a hurry to get away that you 
feel they don’t like you anymore and 
that you'll never see them again. But the 
next day, there they are, waiting outside 
school to walk you home. How can a girl 
know where she stands with a boy when 
he acts like that? 

LORNA 

Springfield, Ohio 


Dear Lorna: 

We asked Tab Hunter where you stand 
and he said: “Sometimes we feel sort of 
embarrassed by displays of affection 
particularly in front of other people ... and 
it may look as though we don’t care. But 
we do, or we wouldn't have asked you out.” 
(And come to think of it, Lorna, haven't 
you ever felt a little shy?) So take a tip 
from Tab—don’t reach for a boy's hand or 
try to force him to put his arm around 
you. Leave that up to him. And if he 
occasionally skips that goodnight kiss, that 
makes it mean so much more when he does 


kiss you. It means it’s not just a habit. 


DEAR EDITOR: 


We have the squarest bunch of boys in 
my town . they don’t talk! Last Fri- 
day, I had my third date with this fellow 
and we went to the movies, and he didn’t 
say a word, not one word, as usual. It 
was a double-feature and we just sat for 





three-and-a-half hours. He didnt even 
ask me what kind of candy I wanted, just 
bought a twenty-cent box and held it in 
front of my face (so I couldn't see the 
screen) during the movie. Afterward, we 
went out for a soda and again I had to 


_ do all the talking—and all the way home, 


too. Wouldn't you think that after two 
movies he’d have something to say to me? 
What can I do? 

SUE 

Providence, R. I. 


DeaR SUE: 

Conversation’s not supposed to be a 
marathon and there are no prizes for cham- 
pions. So stop trying to be one and start 
conserving your man and your lung power 
before they're both exhausted. Next Friday, 
keep asking your date about himself and 
the things he’s interested in, and don't 
breathe a word until he answers. And when 
he does, look interested. You'll be amazed 
at how talkative he can be . . . and how 


much more fascinating he'll think you are. 


DEAR EVELYN: 


Summer, winter, I have the same problem. 
My face peels—on the forehead, nose and 
chin. I can understand the sun burning 
my skin in the summer when I spend a 
lot of time at the beach, but why should 
it happen in the winter? 

ELLY 

Dover, N. J. 


Dear Ey: 

The reasons are the same, only the sea- 
son's different. Just as the summer sun dries 
out the oils in your skin, winter's strong, 
cold winds and steam-heated rooms will do 
the same. To correct this, try using a 
cleansing cream instead of water to clean 
your face, and “winterize” your skin by 
applying a light layer of greaseless cream 
under your makeup before going out on 
blustery days and again at night. Hands, 
arms and legs may need the same help. 
(Why not treat yourself to a pair of those 
gay gloves you can wear at night to protect 
the linen from your hand cream and make 
sleeping fun.) Many people also believe 
that to have healthy skin—that’s the same 
as pretty skin—you need an adequate dict 
of protein, vitamin A and D. If your 
“chapping” problem is serious, get a book 
on nutrition from the library or talk to 


your doctor. 


DEAR MISS PAIN: 


You know, boys are always saying that 
girls are such gossips, but honestly I don’t 
think that’s true. In fact, I just bet that 
boys spend more time talking about girls 
and how they act.on dates and what they 
say than we ever do. But, why do they 
have to go behind our backs and talk 
about us? 

CLAIRE 

Toronto, Canada 


Dear CLAIRE: 

You don’t have to be a mind-reader to 
know that boys exaggerate to make a big- 
ger impression on their crowd. So take 
warning: since you know they're going to 
try to puff up what happens on a date, be 
extra careful that nothing does happen that 
you wouldn't want repeated. 


DEAR EDITOR: 


I’m only sixteen but I’ve noticed the same 
thing about the boys I’ve gone out with 
during the past two years—that’s as long 
as I’ve been dating. They’re awfully nice 
on the first few dates . . . they kind of 
flatter you and make you feel you're 
something extra-special. But when you 
begin seeing them regularly, they act as 
though they’re doing you a favor to take 
you out. Why do they change? 

Pat 

San Francisco 


Dear Par: 

A boy doesn’t take you for granted until 
he’s sure of you . which is one reason 
why some girls stop going steady. As long 
as you're dating several boys, you're safe. 
You're not dependent upon any one of 
them, so they all have to keep trying to 
impress you in order to stay in the running 
with all your other dates. By the way, 
did you know that married couples often 
discover that this is one of the big danger 
spots for them, too? Once they begin tak- 
ing each other for granted, they forget to 
keep trying to be attractive, intellectually 
interesting, and fun to be with. These are 
the things that keep love alive. 





P.S. Look for your letters here every month. 
We’re sorry we can’t answer them personally. 
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| dreamed | was a beauty shop quartet in my 
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COIFFURES BY ERNEST ADLER 


’'M IN FOUR PART HARMONY IN MAIDENFORM ‘VARIATION”* 


There’s not a single seam line in this dream line of glamour girdles. VARIATION’s airy-light elastic knit (it’s kitten 


soft on the inside; silky smooth on the outside ) feels like next to nothing, costs next to nothing. Washes like a dream! 


VARIATION High Top Girdle variation Brief Pantie variation Long Legs Pantie variation Dipped Waist Girdle 
or Pantie S, M. L, 3.95 S, M, L, 2.95 S, M, L, $5 or Pantie S, M, L, 2.95 


*REG. U. S. PAT. OFF. © 1960 MAIDEN FORM BRASSIERE CO., INC. NEW YORK 16, N. Y. VARIATION Garter Belt too, Ss. M, L, 2.95 





P1VE 
your 
eyes a 
KURLASH 


lift! 


Glorify your eyes— 
every day...it’s easy 
Vs Lale Mit lac-talale) 


KURLASH EYELASH CURLER 


exclusive automatic refill 


S100 


EVENING EYES EYESHADOW 
‘ f 


1 kiss of iridescent color 


s ]50 


LASHTINT MASCARA 


ro MEAT: 6. 10t- 0G Mr 1020) 0 001-000) aun Dy 


KURLENE EYELASH CREAM 


for | 2iash loveliness 


S 1 00 


TWISSORS 


—SKutah—- 


FOR BEAUTIFUL EYES 


“Reoaclons Due. thai 














confidentially... 





... Ll am a boy of thirteen and would like 
to have an American pen pal living in Cali- 
fornia. I dig Elvis and Sandra Dee the most. 

KHoo Mene Kam 
32, Wall St. 
Kuantan, Pahang 
Malaya 





. .. | am an Australian girl of sixteen 
and I would like a boy penfriend from 
America. I like all sports and modern danc- 
ing. 

Susan JOHNSON 
49 Ipswich St. 
Toowoomba 
Old 


Australia 





. . . My name is 
Riyadh Hanna, nine- 
teen, 5’414” tall with 
blue eyes and black 
hair. I would like to 
have pen pals from 
anywhere. My _hob- 
bies are films, swim- 
ming and Kim Novak. 


RryapH Hanna De. 
Baz. 

Training Department 

. F. & ced, 

Kirkuk, Iraq 





. | simply “dig” Elvis and Fabian and 
was wondering if anyone would like to trade 
pictures of them for pictures of Rick Nelson 
and Pat Boone? 

Linpa Wricut 
45-524-A Pahia Rd. 
Kaneoke, Oahu, Hawaii 





. . . How about dropping a few lines to 
a Siamese girl. I'm seventeen and was born 
in the land of “The King and I.” 

RUENRUEY KATERAINARK 
1039 Pleonchitt Rd. 
Bangkok Thailand 

Siam 





... My name is Anna and I am seventeen 
years old. Is there a boy or girl who would 
like to be my correspondent? It will make 
me very happy. 

ANNA ASGEIRSDOTTIR 
Hofsvallagotu 22, 


Reykjavik, Iceland 


... | am a seven- 

teen-year-old Japanese 

girl. My hobbies are 

sports and drawing. 

I wish to learn Eng- 

lish and some of your 

country’s ways of liv- 

ing. lee a 
Micuie TANICcUTI 
30 Mikaji-cho 
Nishinari-Ku 
Osaka, Japan 





... My hobby is collecting picture post- 
cards. Would like readers all over the world 
to send and exchange postcards with me. 

Prccy Gast 
2722 Lindsay Ave. 
Louisville 6, Ky. 








... I'm nineteen years old and a real bug 
on stamp collecting and would like to ex- 
change stamps with someone from a foreign 
country. 

Gary SCHILINSKI 
14990 Brookfield 


Livonia, Mich. 





. . . If you're interested in supporting a 
very versatile and talented personality such 
as Jayne Meadows, please write me for in- 
formation on joining her fan club. 

Mevopie ASCHY 
1044 Byron St. 


Chicago, Ill. 





. . . We'd like to invite all admirers of 
Jean Pierre Aumont, in the United States 
and Canada, to discover what fun fan- 
clubbing can be. All potential “Aumonteers” 
write to me: 

Cay McGowan 
7502 Ridge Blvd. 
Brooklyn 9, N.Y. 





. . . Does anybody 
want to be my pen 
pal? I’m seventeen 
and I'm interested in 
nearly everything. 
Barso JANSSON 
Vasterlanggatan 10 A 
Vansbro, Sweden 


MITT COCO CUCUCUCUCOLOUUCUCOLOLOCUCECUCUCOLOECUCLCUCUCUCU ORCL 





. .. I have a large scrapbook of Shirley 
Temple pictures and would like to sell it to 
anyone interested. 

Betty ANN Surrott 
20 Butler Ave. 
Greenville, S.C. 





... Would like to purchase Marilyn Mon- 
roe newspaper and magazine clippings. Par- 
ticularly reviews of her past films. 

Larry CHAPPUIES 


Kansas City, Mo. 





6636 Swope Pkwy. 








. . . Like to join the Kingston Trio fan 
club? You'll receive a membership card, 
journals, snapshots and info that cannot be 
obtained elsewhere. All this for $1.50. 

Eva Bessirt 
1210 Stanyan St. 
San Francisco, Calif. 





Need members for a fan club? Want a pen pal? = 
Like to exchange fads? Write: Confidentially, = 
Photoplay, 205 East 42nd St., New York 17, N.Y. 3 
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“Win a Phone Call” Contest 


My girlfriends and I entered your “Win 
A Five Minute Phone Call” contest. I guess 
we didn’t win since we didn’t receive a call 
from a star on Christmas day, but who did 
win? 
Joan Fievps 
New York, N.Y. 


Glad you asked—we were just about to an- 
nounce it anyway! The winners: Martha 
Eades. of Marietta, Ga., was the lucky girl 
to receive a call from Fabian; Janice Axn- 
dersen, of Sierra Madra., Calif., received one 
from Edd Byrnes: Elaine Potts, from 
Springfield, Ill., received a call from Rock 
Hudson; and the lucky winner of Elvis’ call 
—Mary Ann Allen, from Pittsburgh, Pa.— 
was thoughtful enough to give her prize 
away as a gift to her friend, Mary Ann Cole, 
also from Pittsburgh, Pa. That’s what we 
call a real friend! So many of our readers 
entered this contest that the Board of Judges 
really had a hard time choosing the win- 
ners. So congratulations to all you lucky 
gals from all of us at Photoplay.—Eb. 


Hair Styles 


I wish you would run some pages on 
hair styles. I know lots of women admire 
some of the stars’ hairdos and would like to 
copy them. 

Mrs. Hiceéins 
Candler, N.C. 


Good idea. Turn to page 51.—Eb. 
Songs Famous People Might Sing 


“I'm Gonna Get Married” by Liz Taylor 
“I Cried a Tear” by Debbie Reynolds 
“Why Don’t They Understand” by Eddie 
Fisher 
“God Bless America” by Khrushchev 
“I Go Ape” by King Kong 
“Beer Barrel Polka” by Dean Martin 
“We Got Love” by Frankenstein and Vam- 
pira 
“Teenager in Love” by Boris Karloff 
“Skinny Minny” by Fats Domino 
“I’m a Man” by Jayne Mansfield 
“Teachers Pet” by The Creature From the 
Black Lagoon 
“Kookie, Kookie, Lend Me your Comb” by 
Brigitte Bardot 
Sanpra K. & Mervin G, 
Lancaster, Pa. 
Future Motion Picture 
I have just finished reading the great 
novel “Dragonwyck” by Anya Seton. This 
novel, I feel, has great potential as a 
future motion picture. Either Rock Hudson 
or Richard Burton would do justice to the 
part of Nicholas Van Ryn. Since Marilyn 
Monroe has expressed the desire to play 
a dramatic role, I feel that she would be 
perfect as Miranda Wells. What a_ per- 
fectly marvelous motion picture this would 
be. 
Ropcers 
Ala. 


STEPHANIE 
Roanoke, 


20th Century-Fox thought it would make a 
good picture too. So, in 1946, “Dragonwyck” 
was released starring Gene Tierney and 
Vincent Price.—Eb. 





Write to Readers Inc., Photoplay, 205 E. 42nd 
St., New York 17, N. Y. We regret we cannot 
answer or return unpublished letters. To start 
fan clubs or write stars, contact their stwdios. 
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If you hocked your jewels,#: 
you couldn’t buy finer fit! 


Now you can breathe easy... because every 
time you inhale, this bra expands as you do! 
(And some women expand up to two inches.) 
It’s done with bias-cut panels, a fabric that 
really gives! And look: extra-wide shoulder 
straps for extra comfort. Yes, of course you can 
afford it—even with no jewels to hock. The 
price is just $2.95. Get ETERNAL YOUTHU® by 


BESTFORM | 
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n The Sets: All done up in Old 

Testament glory for his role of Mahl- 
on in “The Story of Ruth,” Tom Tryon 
greeted me with a wide grin and a warm 
hug. “Betty is visiting the set, too,” he 
said. Betty being, of course, that cute 
redhead Betty Lynn, who co-stars with 
Tom in the “Texas John Slaughter” 
series. | watched a dramatic scene be- 
tween Tom and the delicately lovely 
Elana Eden of Israel and I agreed with 
Twentieth that these two young people 
are good. Very good. In fact, when 
Stephen Boyd turned down the star- 
ring role of “Boaz” in the picture, the 
studio offered it to Tom, who politely 
turned it down, too. “Thank you,” said 
Tom, “but the role calls for too much 
riding and | just got off a horse for my TV series. I’ll keep 
my feet on the ground as Mahlon if you don’t mind.” The 
studio didn’t mind at all. Not when talented Stuart Whit- 
man took over the role. And by the way, that romance be- 
tween Tom and Betty Lynn looks very serious to me. So 
don’t be surprised if something comes of it. Something like 
wedding bells. .. . From my mailbox, I’d say Stephen Boyd 
is becoming the next big interest with femme fans. And | 
can tell them right now—“No, Stephen is not married.” And 
to all you wonderful readers who recently showered me with 
cards and notes, a big warm thank you. 


The Bob Stacks are smiling—with reason—but has Connie Stevens gone uppity? 


With producer Jerry Wald, I get the answers to your questions on Stephen Boyd. 


Roundup: Elvis Presley has a surprise for Hollywood 
producers who plan to shove him into one routine musical 
after another. El has been gathering applause acting in the 
Army post shows in Germany, playing straight roles and 
doing them well. “And that’s the kind of acting I expect to 
do in Hollywood,” he told a pal. “After my first picture for 
Hal Wallis, it’s the non-musicals for me.” Frank Sinatra 
and Bing Crosby do great in movies without having to 
sing, so why not Elvis? . . . Little Janet Lennon of the 
Lennon Sisters, hopes sister Dianne will wed Dick Gass, 
a paratrooper at Ft. Bragg, in a formal church wedding. 
Janet has visions of herself walking 
down the aisle in a long, lovely brides- 
maid dress. A dream that could come 
true. ... English star Dirk Bogarde 
and Ava Gardner, co-starring in the 
movie “Temptation” in Rome, have be- 
come the closest of friends. Dirk acts 
as sort of mentor and guide to Ava, 
which is one of the best things that 
could happen to the unhappy star who 
needs a true friend at this time... . 
Bob Stack’s one of the few people 
who are happy with their new TV se- 
ries. ... Poor Marilyn Monroe. With 
half a dozen stars nixing her “Let’s 
Make Love” movie, Universal studios 
added to her woes by refusing to lend 
her Rock Hudson. Finally, French 
star Yves Montand took the role. 





This and That: You wonderful Photoplay readers really 
showed your good taste in voting for Rock Hudson as your 
favorite actor and Doris Day as your favorite actress, 
along with the delightful “Pillow Talk,” produced by 
young Ross Hunter, as your favorite movie of the year. 
And I certainly agree with your choice of Troy Donahue 
and Millie Perkins as your Gold Medal newcomers of the 
year.... May Britt and Gardner McKay seldom see each 
other at their mutual studio, Twentieth. But at Malibu Beach, 
where each has a home, that mile-long telephone wire be- 
tween them, is the hottest thing in town. . . . Those daring 
young men on the flying trapeze are David and Ricky Nel- 
son who have worked up quite a clever aerial act. Their 
performance at the Western Livestock Show had even the 
bulls spellbound. And the boys, who are friends as well as 
brothers, have bought adjoining hilltop lots where they plan 
to build their future homes, side by side. . . . Saw the Bob 
Hopes. Not only is Mrs. Hope lovely to look at, but you 
should see their kids. . . . The Barry Coes are still on 
“Cloud 9”. ... The Efrem Zimbalists were off and then on, 
recently. Our prediction is that a marriage this rocky, can- 
not endure. No one seems to know how it will turn out. 


Street Scene: Alexis Smith stood at the cashier’s counter 
in a Beverly Hills market with two women customers di- 
rectly behind her. “I wish that woman would hurry.” one 
woman said to the other, with a nod toward Alexis. “This is 
‘Peter Gunn’ night and I’ve simply got to get dinner over 
in time to see him. He’s my favorite.” Alexis smiled to her- 
self for, of course, he’s her favorite, too. Her favorite hus- 
band Craig Stevens, that is. 


Street Scene, Act Two: She stood by the drugstore news- 
stand in Hollywood glancing at the magazine covers ablaze 
with young movie stars. Two teenagers, standing by, were 
eagerly thumbing through their recently purchased Photo- 
play. “My mother says none of these beauties today can 
touch Garbo,” said one to the other. “She must have been 
something.” With a quick start, the woman in the slouch 
hat hurriedly moved away. For, you see, she was Garbo, 
still beautiful, still mysterious and, well, still Garbo—that’s 
for sure. 


Nothing fazes Ernie Kovacs, but Richard Quine and Kim Novak have started spatting. 





Feeling better, Bob has a family party at the Stork Club. 


Fun On The Run: My friend, producer-director Mervyn 
LeRoy, had me in stitches on the “Wake Me When It’s 
Over” set with stories of Ernie Kovaes, Dick Shawn and 
Don Knotts of the Steve Allen show. “This is a funny 
movie.” Mervyn explained, “so I cast real comics in the 
roles. But never did I expect anything like this!” And did | 
imagine it, or was Ernie’s cigar giving out with heart-shaped 
smoke rings, what with all those beautiful Oriental girls 
roaming the set? And why were half the male workers on the 
Twentieth lot loitering about? 


Feudin’ And Fussin’: That blowup among the Crosby 
Boys wasn't entirely unexpected. Gary hasn’t been happy 
for a long time and won't be until a lot of things are cleared 
up between him and his dad, Bing. In case Gary doesn’t 
rejoin the act, the other three boys, Lindsay, Phil, and 
Dennis, are audition- 
ing girl vocalists to 
appear with them at 
London’s Palladium. 
The boys always were 
so close, I can’t im- 
agine them parting 
permanently. 
(Continued ) 





The glow’s lasting for Barry Coe. 



























































13 


INSIDE 


STUFF 


continued 


Love Is Swell: “She thinks with her heart,” a studio ex- 
ecutive said of Joan Collins, who steadfastly refused to 
take off for London and the movie “Sons and Lovers,” de- 
spite a suspension. Nothing would budge Joan from the side 
of her true love in New York, actor Warren Beatty, who's 
Shirley MacLaine’s brother. . . . And Shirley’s devotion 
to her husband Steve Parker apparently knows no limits. 
When Steve telephoned from Japan, over the last holidays, 
that he was lonely without their small daughter Steffi, Shirley 
flew to Seattle, placed little Steffi aboard a Tokyo plane in 
the care of friends, and returned to her own lonely home in 
Hollywood. And that my friends, is what I call true and 
selfless love. 


People You Like: 
*T’ve had letters about 
you,’ I told Robert 
Denver on the “Do- 
bie Gillis” set. “Fans 
want to know if that’s 
A: . a; 

your own chin adorn- “itt ii. 

a eee ¢ 
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grown beard. “The i . . es beaet 
only trouble is the 


ment or is it pasted 
on?” Bob assured me 
it was his own home- 


beatniks around town 
mistake me for one of 
them and I can’t make 
out a word they're 
talking about,” he 
“Man, 
they’re really way out, 
like wow.” Young Denver, who is a bachelor, lives all alone 
with a non-talking Myna bird and I’m told gets mighty lone- 
some. ... Cary Grant pantomimed a message to me across 


groaned. Dwayne knows Bob’s not fooling. 


a crowded preview theater 
recently and, goodie for me. 
I understood him right off. 
Incidentally, Cary, who is an- 
other “loner,” was all by 
himself at the preview. It’s a 
mystery to me_ how that 
handsome charmer avoids 
“The Tender Trap” set by 
some of the town’s designing 
females. ... Ran into Sandra 
Dee pushing her own gro- 
cery cart at McDaniel’s mar- 
ket—her hair a _ becoming 
halo of blond curls. And 
Sandra tells me she may be 
off to Honolulu for another 
“Gidget” movie before she 
makes “Romanoff and Juliet” 
in Europe. 


Janet has her eye on two Tonys, and you can’t blame her. But who’s watching Miltie? 


In My Opinion: Janet Leigh is the most beautiful 
“motherly” star in Hollywood. All through her co-starring 
stint with Tony Perkins in “Psycho,” Janet watched over 
Tony like a mother hen, especially at lunch time when Tony’s 
diet came in for special attention. Lots of proteins and all 
that. No wonder husband Tony Curtis is crazy about the 
girl... . I believe Troy Donahue is the most promising 
young actor in Hollywood. But Troy isn’t making any 
promises of his own. At least not the wedding bells type of 
promises. ... It’s my opinion Edd Byrnes is weary of his 
strike against Warner Brothers for more money. And it’s 
my guess he will be right back in his role of Kookie, come 
what may. And all we want is the best for Edd, who is both 
a good actor and good friend. . . . | have every hope Fabian 
will be a smash hit in his next film “High Time” with Bing 
Crosby. I don’t think a more likeable boy ever set foot in 


14 Hollywood. 


Hot Box Corner: During their recent vacation, Debbie 
Reynolds, Liz Taylor and Eddie Fisher passed each 
other on Palm Springs’ crowded Main Street. And what 
happened? Nothing. Liz was gazing in a shop window and 
failed to see Debbie. If Eddie saw her he gave no sign. And 
neither did Debbie. Passersby who spotted the famous three- 
some merely gave a quick look and passed on. Yesterday’s 
news, I guess. . . . And don’t let those occasional Debbie- 
Glenn Ford dates fool you. I hear on the best authority, 
Glenn regards Debbie as an amusing cut-up whose antics 
cheer his gloomy heart. Glenn is missing his ex-wife Ellie 
and his son these days. . . . The ceiling is the object Roger 
Smith will hit first when he learns wife Vici Shaw may be 
slated for another location jaunt in the spring. Roger, who 
fussed and fumed all through Vici’s stay in Germany for “I 
Aim at the Stars,” wants his Vici with him. I really can’t 
blame him. 











Homebound: The 
beating Anna 
Kashfi took from 
the London press, 
had her tearfully and Prejudice” 
telephoning Holly- 
wood friends for 
advice. They gave 
it in two words, 
“Come Home.” 


And 


baby Christian 


Anna, with 
Devi Brando, came 
home. Happy to be 
in Hollywood. 

Hearts Dept: 
James Darrenand 
Evy Norlund 
married in 


good ole New 


York. Last I’ve 


were 
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I Look Back: Her popularity blossomed overnight. Before 
the year 1939 and the movie, “Goodbye, Mr. Chips,” few 
movie fans had ever heard of Greer Garson. After “Pride 
and “Blossoms in the Dust” all America 
knew her. In no time, her “Mrs. Miniver” had the movie- 
going world Greer Garson-conscious, and the green-eyed 
actress with the flaming red hair became an established star. 
But Greer, who was born in County Down, Ireland, and 
toured the provinces to gain stage experience, never quite 
became a part of Hollywood’s merry-go-round circle. With 
her beloved mother Nina, whose recent death is mourned by 
Greer, she lived a quiet life. Her marriage to Richard Ney, 
who played her son in “Mrs. Miniver,” ended in divorce and 
several years later Greer married Texas oil-man Buddy Fogel- 
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son and went into semi-retire- 
ment. Her fling in the Broadway 
production of “Auntie Mame,” as 
Roz Russell's 
her recent TV appearance in a 
Electric” 


hope to her many loyal fans that 


replacement, and 
“General 


show, give 


in the new year they may see 
more and more of Greer Garson. 
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heard, the happy 
couple were honey- 


mooning in Copenhagen. They really had planned to marry in Evy’s native Den- 
mark but Jimmy’s movie, “Reach for Tomorrow,” was not yet completed and 
love just refused to wait. Their happiness now seems complete and if reports 
and rumors of the unhappiness of the first Mrs. Darren have reached their ears, 


they give no sign. . 


. . Lindsay Crosby marched up to the Crosby mansion on 


Mapleton Drive with pretty Barbara Fredericks on his arm. “This is the girl 
I love and hope to marry,” Lindsay told Bing, who gave a warm handshake to 
his favorite son and wished them both well. Barbara was a former dancer in 


Tony Martin’s night-club act. 


Lunch with the Smiths: Vici Shaw and her handsome husband Roger Smith, 
had me in hysterics with the story of their outing to Lake Arrowhead with 
Dorothy Provine and Edd Byrnes. Packing along their water-skis and borrow- 
ing their agent’s air-conditioned car, the foursome set out early in the morning. 
Well, right from the start, everything happened. The car smoked, caught on fire 
and all but blew up every ten blocks. Finally, it let up with a blast spraying 
Roger with a brown liquid that burned through his shirt to the skin. “I'll be 





Anna Kashfi and Devi left in a hurry. 





scarred for life,” Roger groaned. 
Anyway, the weary foursome ar- 
rived at the Lake, that afternoon 
around four o'clock, only to be 
met with a downpour of rain. And 
all this time, Edd was frantically 
trying to reach Asa Maynor by 
telephone, knowing full well he’d 
never make it back in time for 
their date. And he didn’t. Missing 
the highway back, the weary group, 
lost and quite forlorn, bumped 
along the back roads home vowing 
never to go water-skiing again. And 
who can them? They’ll 
never forget that day, that’s for 
sure. They call it “The day of the 
seventeen horrors!” I couldn’t stop 


laughing! (Continued ) 


blame 

















DIANNE McCORD, Senior, David 
Lipscomb H.S., Nashville,Tenn. says: 












“My skin blemishes seemed to get 
worse whenever I had something 
important to do, even though I 
used special skin creams. I wish I 
had tried Clearasil sooner. I'll 
always remember the way Clearasil 
cleared my complexion, and so 


quickly, too!” 


SCIENTIFIC CLEARASIL MEDICATION 


STARVES 
PIMPLES 


SKIN-COLORED, Hides pimples while it works 


| CLEARASIL is the new-type scientific medication 





especially for pimples. In tubes or new squeeze- 
bottle lotion, CLEARASIL gives you the effective 
medications prescribed by leading Skin Special- 
ists, and clinical tests prove it really works. 


HOW CLEARASIL WORKS FAST 


1. Penetrates pimples. ‘Keratolytic’ action 
softens, dissolves affected skin tissue so 
medications can penetrate. Encourages 
quick growth of healthy, smooth skin! 
2. Stops bacteria, Antiseptic action stops 
growth of the bacteria that can cause 
and spread pimples . . . helps prevent 
further pimple outbreaks! 

3. ‘Starves’ pimples. Oil-absorbing 
action ‘starves’ pimples .. . dries up, 


helps remove excess oils that ‘feed’ 











pimples . . . works fast to clear pimples! 


‘Floats’ Out Blackheads. cLEARASIL softens 
and loosens blackheads so they float out with 
normal washing. And, CLEARASIL is greaseless, 
stainless, pleasant to use day and night for 
uninterrupted medication. 


Proved by Skin Specialists! In tests on over 
300 patients, 9 out of every 10 cases were 
cleared up or definitely improved 
while using CLEARASIL (either lo- 
tion or tube). In Tube, 69¢ and 
98¢. Long-lasting Lotion squeeze- 
bottle, only $1.25 (no fed. tax). 
Money-back guarantee. 
At all drug 
counters. 
















Good Housekeeping eS 
LARGEST-SELLING PIMPLE MEDICATION 
BECAUSE IT REALLY WORKS 


You'll be glad you 
treed Tampax! 


Glad you discovered its comfort and 


freedom! Comfort, in anything you do! | 


Freedom, to do what you like—even 
shower and bathe—as you would any 
other time of the month! Freedom! No 
pads, belts, pins—No chafing [PRT 
and bulging —No disposal or BWUES 
odor problems. Discover Tam- BUMZUS 
pax®, the internal sanitary pro- [aMAshal 
tection. Ask for it wherever such prod- 
ucts are sold. Regular, Super, Junior 
absorbencies. Tampax Incorporated, 
Palmer, Massachusetts. 


Invented by a doctor 
—now used by millions of women 
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continued 


Dinah and George seem so happy now. Bet Harry Karl wishes he knew the secret. 


Cal York’s Jottings : Annette Funicello sued Walt Disney 
and lost her case. Although Disney brought Annette to fame in his TV “Mouske- 
teers’ series, she sued to be free of the contract that has two more years to run. 
Incidentally, her newest record, “First Name Initial,” is still going up like a high 
fever. .. . It’s a pleasure to see such a happily married couple as Dinah Shore 
and George Montgomery. . . . Connie Stevens wonders what happened to 
her gold platter for “Kookie Lend Me Your Comb.” Edd Byrnes received his 
award for their best selling record and Connie, who dueted with Edd, wants one, 
too. .. . Gary Crosby is beauing lovely Nancy Sinatra around town these 
winter evenings, with Bing’s and Frank’s full approval. Second generation ro- 
mance, no less... . Audrey Hepburn bowed out of her Paramount picture deal 
to prepare for motherhood. Happy Audrey and husband Mel Ferrer expect 
their baby next July right here in the good old USA... . The Katy Jurado- 
Ernie Borgnine marriage finally took place—in Mexico. . The car 
accident that hospitalized Lee 
Remick’s husband, TV producer 
Bill Colleran, happened in the ex- 
act spot in the road on which 
Montgomery Clift all but lost his 
life two years ago. Lee flew in 
from her “Wild River” location 
to be with her husband. 

Suzy Parker in Paris cabled pro- 
ducer Jerry Wald in Hollywood 
when her baby daughter Georgia, 
was born, “Now I really have the 
Best of Everything.” . It's my 
opinion the Kingston Trio, whose 
act I recently caught in Kansas City, 
is one of the best singing groups to- 
day. And my escort, Tony Oppen- 
heimer, thought so too. And so did 
the hundreds who jammed the place. 


The Kingston Trio: What a night! 





Just for the fun of it, be a blonde and see... a Lady 
Clairol blonde with shining, silken hair! You'll love 
the life in it! The soft touch and tone of it! The 
lovely ladylike way it lights up your looks. With 
amazingly gentle Instant Whip Lady Clairol, it’s 


so easy! Takes only minutes! 


Your hairdresser will tell you 
a blonde’s best friend is 


INSTANT WHIP* 


Be Is it 


true... 
le)levaveles 
Javenvew eaves 


fun? 


And Lady Clairol feels deliciously cool going 
on, leaves hair in wonderful condition — lovelier, 
livelier than ever. So if your hair is dull blonde or 
mousey brown, why hesitate? Hair responds to 
Lady Clairol like a man responds to blondes —and 
darling, that’s a beautiful advantage! Try it! 


iP 
inSTANT yes 


Te hy, La 
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CREME “ 


HAIR “ 
LIGHTENER 


Lady Clairol Creme Hair Lightener 


T.M. ©1960 Clairol Incorporated, Stamford, Conn. Available aiso in Canaa 





BEFORE TRUSHAY— 
Photograph, skin 


retouched, 


harc- 
worked 
hands 











heal twice as fast 





with new 
heavy-duty 


* TRUSHAY 


with silicones 
all 


AFTER TRUSHAY— 


uct } 


ee 


Kitchen tests prove it.. 





.with women just like you! } 
Hard-worked hands heal twice as fast with new | 
heavy-duty Trushay with silicones. Try new Trushay. 
What happened to these hands can happen to you. 
And new Trushay helps protect your hands against 
detergents and through every single chore you do. 


TRUSHAY...the heavy-duty lotion for hard-worked hands 


becoming 
attractions 


A. Du Barry’s “Tru-Tint” creates vivid 
head-lights. washes lasting color into 
the hair. adds sheen, softness. In ten 
shades, tint and creme developer, $2* 


B. Revlon’s “Living Curl” Hair Spray 
gently rules the waves, holds hair in 
line softly. Special Formula for tint- 
ed hair conditions, adds lustre, $1.50* 


C. Sunbeam shimmer or moonlight 
glimmer can be rinsed in (and out just 
as easily) of your hair when you use 
Nestle Colorinse. Package of six, 35¢* 


D. Charles of the Ritz introduces new 
Hand Cream Ritz, a creamy pink froth 
handily held in a pink plastic tube. 
Fragrant and light in texture, $2.00* 


E. Snowdrops of sterile white cotton. 
Red Cross Cotton Balls moistened with 
cologne freshen a hairdo, make warm 
oil appliers. Johnson & Johnson, 39¢ 


*plus tax 
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Win a day at the studio 
with Elvis. Send him 
this welcome message 

Be BSE BO 


De. Chis - 


pan 


Neem sy 





NY kiss 


My name is: 








Age: 








I live at: 
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CONTEST RULES 


. Fill in your Photoplay greeting, telling Elvis about your- 4. Your greetings must be received by March 15, 1960. 
self and about why you’d like to spend a day at the 
Paramount Studio with him. 5. A committee of judges from the offices of Photoplay and 
Hal Wallis Productions will select the winner. Their de- 
. Send as many special Photoplay greetings as you like. cision is final. 


. Mail to: Welcome Elvis Home Contest ‘ 6. All of your greetings will then be sent to Elvis, so he 
Photoplay can read them personally. 
321 South Beverly Drive 
Beverly Hills, Calif. 
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why Liz 
had 
to leave 
the 


party 





going-away party had been 
arranged in Liz’ honor and 
many of the guests who had been 
invited were distinguished mem- 


bers of American and European 


society. When she walked in, just 
a little late, Liz looked so beau- 


tiful she made almost everyone’s 


head turn. She had on a simple, 
smartly-cut dress, a magnificent 
diamond necklace at her throat 
and an exquisite set of matching 
bracelet and earrings. 

It was obvious she had taken 
great care to dress well for the 
occasion. So, it was quite a sur- 
prise for me to notice that, in- 
stead of looking radiant and 
happy, she seemed tense and 
worried. 

Eddie, on the other hand, 
seemed relaxed and cheerful 
and chatted easily with every- 
one there. Liz kept close by his 
side, unusually quiet and hardly 
speaking a word. She looked 
lost, almost as though she felt 
uncomfortably out of place. She 
did not once venture an opinion 
on anything that was said, and 
even when she was spoken to 
directly, she was evasive and 
even, I thought, a little self-con- 
scious. (Continued on page 62) 


by MARK ADAMS 











WHY 


DO YOU 
LOVE ME? Vici Shaw to Roger Smith 


Only a few moments ago, Vici came into the room, leaned over me, and 
asked softly, “Roger—why do you love me?” She asks this sometimes, for re- 
assurance I think, because the question always comes up at times when we’ve 
both been busy, and not had too much time for each other. 

I didn’t have an answer for her, not a real answer, although I told her how 
very much I do love her. I could only give her a few mumbled sentences 
which finally trailed off into silence. But now, as I look at her picking up an 
ashtray beside me, a whole flood of things seem to come to mind. And I find 
I cannot concentrate on the script in my lap at all. 

Why does a man love a woman? How can I put it into words? It’s like 
asking why do you breathe? Why do you like the feel of wind in your face? 
Why do you believe in God? (Continued on page 80) 
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Tuesday Weld: 
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Canina 


WLS PIRI)... 


W; had a date to meet—Tues- 
day and I—at her Holly- 


wood Hills home at six, around the 








time she got back from the 

studio. Yet, although I was early, it 
seemed only a matter of minutes before I saw 
Tuesday, in her brand new Lark convertible, 
negotiating the sharp curves which lead up to the 
house. Watching the car as it came nearer, 
gradually slowing to a halt, I waved “hi’’ to her and 
walked over and opened the door. It was 

the first time I had seen the car—a birthday 
present from her mother—and I 


\\| at admired it and congratulated her on it. 

4 “Thank you,” she smiled and said, 

| (LC J) and, tossing back her long hair, she hur- 
riedly picked up her things from 





lb 














the seat beside her. As she got 

















4- | [/ ‘| out, I noticed she seemed unusually 
. flustered. “I’m sorry you had to 
a | wait,” she apologized, “but I got 





caught up in heavy traffic on the way here.” 
“That’s okay. I was early,” I told 
her, matter-of-factly. And we went into the house. 


“My mother lives up here,” she explained as she led me through 








a warm, spacious living room into a small dining 


area that stood between the kitchen and the living room. “My 





part of the house is downstairs. (Continwed on page 64) 





FABIAN: 


dont know 
just how to tell you, 


ut I've got to say 











turn the page 
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found more 


important 


The minute Fabian opened his eyes, 
that morning, he felt that something 
was wrong. The bright sunlight shin- 
ing into his bedroom should have 
reassured him, but it didn’t. For a 
moment, he just lay in bed, blinking 
sleepily, trying to figure out what 
was the matter. But he couldn't. 

Getting out of bed, he ran across 
the hall into the shower and then 
dressed in his old faded blue denims, 
red wool shirt, and battered white 


bucks. He (Continued on page 82) 


by JIM HOFFMAN 








He’d been in Hollywood making 
a movie and he’d made public 
appearances in lots of other 
places. Everywhere he went, the 
kids made him feel welcome. 
But this is where he really be- 
longed, Fabian thought, as he 
walked through South Phila- 
delphia High. These are the 
guys and girls I grew up with. 


Fabe tried to catch up on the things that he'd 
been missing. It was hard to think that his 
friends had been going to class, getting to- 
gether after school, making plans for parties 
—and all without him. Now they were full of 
new plans, new doings. And how about him? 
Would he be around to be part of all this? 


He loved sports, but there was so little time 
for that sort of thing now. Still, it was fun to 
stop at the gym for a workout with his pals. 
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hen I was little, I was a monster. If any little kid bothered 

me, I bit him. Once I even shot off a cap-pistol in a sissy 
girl’s ear, when she was playing in our backyard. She ran and 
told her mother and they caught me down the block, halfway 
up a tree. I spent practically the whole first grade standing 
in a corner, and I hardly ever listened to my mom. When 
she’d say, “Finish those carrots, young lady, or there'll be no 
movie for you on Saturday,” I’d sort of hang my head, swing 


my foot against the table leg— (Continued on page 70) 


THE DIANE BAKER STORY 








The day began like 
any other day for Jerry 
Lewis. That is, he 


thought it did. He was 


in his dressing room, on 

the Paramount lot, 

putting on his makeup 

for his new picture “Cinderfella,” 
when suddenly he leaned over 
and grinned into the mirror. 
“Oh, you handsome, healthy 
fellow” he mumbled. “What 
wonders makeup can do!” He 
started to dress, then the phone 
rang. “Yeh,” he shouted into it, 
hanging the receiver on the lid 
of his derby to light a cigar. 


The voice came over, low and 


(Continued ) 





mellow. “This is the Happy Hill,” the voice said sooth- 
ingly. “We wonder when it would be convenient to 


remove Mr. Lewis. That is to remove him from the lot.” 


“Over his dead body,” Jerry protested—nobody was 


going to remove him from anywhere, let alone his 
own picture. “Who do you think you are, buster?” he 


yelled into the phone, puffing excitedly on his cigar. 


The voice answered calmly, “Why, ['m the Director.” 














Jerry grabbed the receiver from his derby and yelled 
once more. “Ihe director—the director of WHAT?” 
“Why,” said the voice still quite calm, “the director 
of the Happy Hill Funeral Home, of course.” 
Jerry looked at himself in the mirror and dropped the 
phone. Even his makeup had turned green. His eyes 
were bloodshot. But that could be a good sign, he 
thought, it could mean he still had blood. Then, as 


Pa (Continued on page 67) 
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by MARGARET GARDNER 


Why do you make yourself so myster- 
ious, Yul? Why did you tell one reporter 
you were born in Japan and then, on the 


same day, tell another you were born in 





Russia? When still another reporter said, 
“T thought you were born in the States?” 
why did you just smile, not even moving 
an eyelash? 

And about that story that your father 
was a Manchurian and your mother a 
gypsy? You just let it float, sometimes re-: 
telling it, sometimes denying it. 

What kind of (Continued on page 84) 
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by MARGARET GARDNER 


Why do you make yourself so myster- 


ious, Yul? Why did you tell one reporter 


you were born in Japan and then, on the 


same day, tell another you were born in 





Russia? When still another reporter said, 
“T thought you were born in the States?” 
why did you just smile, not even moving 
an eyelash? 

And about that story that your father 
was a Manchurian and your mother a 
gypsy? You just let it float, sometimes re-: 
telling it, sometimes denying it. 

What kind of (Continued on page 84) 
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Carol Lynley: 
“Honest , 

you can dress 
like a movie 


star, too” 


THE BOLERO: Simplicity 3357 


> | 
es ‘ 


























BEAUTY TIPS: An expert with 
make-up, Carol prefers (wisely) 
to look as natural as _ possible. 
She wears pink or rosy-toned lip- 
sticks to light up palely pink 
foundation. Lashes are whisked 
with brown mascara; petroleum 
jelly adds lustre to her eyelids. 


Be sure to see Carol in 20th Century- 
Fox’s “‘Hound Dog Man” and “Daddy-O.” 









































































FASHION TIPS: “‘Know your 
type,” Carol Lynley told us when 
we asked her for fashion advice. 
“I’m five-feet-five, so I shy away 
from large prints, diagonal stripes 
or too bold checks or plaids. I love 
white, pastels, most of all blue. 

“TI adore costume jewelry,” Carol 
says, “but I’ve learned to use re- 
straint. I like large pocketbooks, 
but not so large as to overpower 
me, and I love berets—don’t you? 
—or just a hint of a hat. Shoes? 
I prefer flats, but for dates, parties, 
church, I always wear medium- 
heels. I sew—you get more clothes 
for your money that way—and it 
saves on alterations too. 

“You've got to adapt styles to 
your own type,” Carol says. “I 
can wear a check suit, if I set it 
off with a white blouse.” And she 
found when she tried a tunic in 
thin vertical stripes, it even made 
her look taller. For this spring, 
Carol chose a whole wardrobe in 
black-and-white—because it’s eas- 
ier to accessorize and coordinate. 
She.can wear her bordered, wool 
check suit skirt (page 42) with the 
blouson blouse (page 45). Her 
dance dress (page 44) looks pretty 
with or without its black-embroi- 
dered apron. White shortie gloves 
—Carol’s favorite accessory— 
complete all her outfits, and her 
jewelry’s versatile, too. 

“I try to keep my clothes in 
good order,” Carol says. “Part of 
looking nice is looking fresh.” 





turn the page 
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Guess what? 
All these new 


spring clothes 


were made from 


Simplicity Patterns” 


THE OVERSKIRT: Simplicity 3262 





THE TUNIC: Simplicity 3349 THE BLOUSON: Simplicity 2896 


FOR MORE INFORMATION ON CAROL LYNLEY’S NEW SPRING BLACK-AND-WHITE WARDROBE, TURN TO PAGE 75 
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- Have you ever sat across the table from a 


f=¥s) Dp yea r man and wondered, “Is he the right one for me?” 


It’s a serious problem. Far too serious, we 


gui re e t re believe, to be left to luck or fate. What happens 


if fate makes a mistake? What happens 

if you marry the wrong man? Disaster. 

SS It’s obvious that for best results the whole 
matter must be approached scientifically. 

t f And here’s how to do it... . While it has never 
ypes Oo actually been proven that there’s only one man for 
one woman, it is true that there is a type 

bachelor Ss most suited to you. And, since we’ve found from 
experience that men can be classified as 

simply as apples, let’s see what these types are. 

On the following pages, we’ve listed the eight 

different types of men—eight Hollywood bachelors 

—and on page 50 is a quiz, which, when you’ve 

answered all the questions, will tell you which type 

of fellow is for you. Found him? Then act now! 

Many girls don’t marry because they wait too long. 

And, since it’s Leap Year, when you find him 

you can pop the question yourself. But a warning: 

Don’t cheat on the quiz. If your answers aren’t 

honest, you'll misfire on your score and start 

looking for the wrong guy. And who wants to do 

that? And be careful. Surveys have proved that 

only girls who genuinely want to marry, do marry. 


Now turn the page and see who will be your valentine. 














CURVE 


DWAYNE HICKMAN 
(no square) 












MU 
SU 


CARY GRANT 


| 
DER 


(debonair) 








TROY DONAHUE 
(campus man) 
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can never be sure what 
he’ll do next, it will al- 
ways, somehow, turn out 
to be the right thing. Even 
if he should decide, at a 
formal affair, to take a - = za : 

dip, fully clothed, he’d a. -F ’ 
still come out of it with ~ , q 
both cutaway and dignity 

impeccably dry. The se- 

cret is rumored to have 

something to do with the 

science of hypnosis (he’s “ 
an avid follower), but 7 ee sae - 











what it really has every- : ae 

thing to do with is Charm. be aa 
His habitat is wherever e > 
particular people gather . ; 
—the best resorts at the e 

most fashionable hours; “ 

his weaknesses are pretty 
nonexistent, but he’ll look 





twice if you’re a vividly 
costumed lady with a 
grand manner about you 
—the grander the better. 
But don’t let all that dig- 


nity get the best of you. 
(Continued on page 87) 


DANGER 


BOB EVANS 
(hard-to-snare! 











CAUTION 


DION 
of the BELMONTS 


(young & rare) 








ROCK HUDSON 
(strong & soothing) 


SLOW DOWN 


CURVES AHEAD 


FRANK SINATRA 
\devil-may-care} 
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a leap year quiz 


- On a long bus ride, you’d be more likely to 
a) talk c) sleep 
b) look and listen d) read 


- You’d rather have 
a) $100 
b) 2 $50 dresses 


ec) a $100 dress 
d) 4 $25 dresses 


. You'd rather resemble 
a) Marilyn 
b) Debbie 


c) Garbo 
d) Bergman 


. If you could win a 6-month trip, you’d choose 
a) Moscow c) Bali 
b) Paris d) Tokyo 


- You'd travel by 
a) jet c) regular plane 
b) passenger ship d) cargo ship 


- You’re more stimulated by 
a) competition ce) pride 
b) love d) praise 


- You’d rather watch 


a) horse-racing 
b) baseball 


c) hockey 
d) tennis 


- You’d give your boyfriend 
a) jewelry c) homemade socks 
b) skis d) books 


. For your most expensive suit, you'd choose 
a) white ec) red 
b) blue ad) black 


. On a first date, you'd like to go 
a) night-clubbing c) to the theater 
b) to the movies d) for a walk 


- You'd rather dance to the music of 
a) George Gershwin c) Cole Porter 
b) Benny Goodman’ 4d) Duke Ellington 
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how to score yourgzelf 


‘For every time you chose letter “a” score 100 points; 
“b” score 200 points; “ce” score 300 points; “d” score 
400 points. This is a compatability test. Add up your 
score to see which type would fall for you. Then turn 
back, after adding, and check your type on page 48. 
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12. To get dressed in the morning, it takes you 
a) an hour ce) hours 
b) ten minutes d) half an hour 


13. At a traffic light, you're likely to 
a) run across ec) fidget from 
anyway curb to gutter 
b) wait in the d) wait on the sidewalk 
gutter 


14. You like clothes that make you feel 
a) desirable ce) dignified 
b) comfortable d) unobtrusive 


15. Flowers from a man you hardly know would 
make you feel 

a) self-confident 

b) embarrassed 


ec) delighted 
d) sentimental 


. On a rainy afternoon, you'd like to read 
a) Lolita c) Memoirs of Casanova 
b) Wuthering ad) War and Peace 
Heights 


. When it comes to foreign movies, you prefer the 
a) Italian c) Swedish 
b) French d) Japanese 


- At the movies, you prefer 
a) comedies c) musicals 
b) westerns d) dramas 


- You'd love a man to give you 
a) furs c) diamonds 
b) love-letters d) flowers 


- In fabrics, you'd choose 
a) satin e) silk chiffon 
b) velvet d) wool 


(an extra) Your best physical feature is your 
a) figure ec) mouth 
b) eyes ad) hair 


Ms ° p 


YOUR TYPE Is: 
Dwayne Hickman 


Frank Sinatra 

Dion of the Belmonts 
Andy Williams 

Bob Evans 


IF YOUR TOTAL IS: 


2,500 to 3,000 
3,000 to 3,500 


Troy Donahue 
Rock Hudson 
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PHOTOPLAY’S BOARD OF BACHELORS VOTES FOR 


I bards mun le bol 





DAVID HEDISON 


There was this real 
cute girl who lived 
near me. | wanted to 
ask her out. Then | 


saw her one day at 





the drugstore, with 
her hair in curlers. I always thought of 


her like that. No, I never did date her. 


EDD BYRNES 
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other dav that asked 





men what was the first 


By thing they noticed 


men said it was her hair. And that’s 


about a woman. Be- 


lieve it or not. most 


really true, it’s. the first thing [ see. 


GEORGE HAMILTON 
[ used to go with a 
girl who had long 
hair. Shed ask me if 
she should cut it and 
| always told her no. 
Well. finally, she did 


cut it. And it looked great! I guess 





Aer ; s 
fellows sometimes are too conservative. 





RICK NELSON 


I guess I don’t really 
care if a girl’s hair is 
long or short. What 
I don’t like is the girl 
who lets it hang all 
over——-you know, too 
many curls. | like a girl who wears it 


natural. and has hair that kind of shines. 


MICHAEL DANTE 

Tinted hair? I don’t 
see anything wrong 
with that. but I don’t 
like it when the dark 





roots show. My peeve 
is when the girl’s al- 
ways fussing with her hair. Once a 


hairdo’s combed. that should be that. 


SAL MINEO 

I like long hair. | 
think most fellows do. 
It’s more feminine. | 
don’t know. but it 


seems to me a girl 





should, too. My sister 
says you can wear it up or loose and 


look different each time. She's right. 
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ally for her type of hair. The effect is 
loose and natural and only needs to 
be put up twice a week to keep it 
perfectly groomed. She uses the fat- 


Eva Marie Saint 
wears her hair in 
a simple long bob. 
Like most* blondes 
her hair is fine, so 
she takes advantage 
of the home perma- 


nents made espect- 


test-size rollers, set in two rows of 


vertical curls. 


wave and soft, gently upturned ends. 


The results: curving 


Janet Leigh jas one of the most casual, 
attractive hairdos in Hollywood. Her hair 


is cut short in shaggy petals which she sets 


quickly and easily in rows of pincurls. To 
add height to her hair, she rolls the top 
and sides on small rollers (under, as for 
a pageboy, and tight to her head). When 
she takes out the pins and curlers she 
brushes like mad, then “‘finger-combs” her 


hair into its soft-looking, tousled pattern. 




















































, Debbie Reynolds’ 
| \ “4 | hair almost touches 
ee = her shoulders—a very 

1 AY 7 versatile length since 
CNS she can wear it in a 


pageboy or, as here, 
in a French knot. Be- 
fore she rolls the back 
section jor a French 
knot, she hair-sprays the front. Before 
the spray dries, she combs her bangs into 
place and presses the side wave into 
shape, by using the back of the comb. 


Doris Day’s short pouffed style is 
easy to care for. Straight across the 
brow she puts a row of medium-size 
rollers, all rolled under and in the 


3 
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same direction. When it is brushed Fo > 
out, this will give her the high effect \ r 
she wants. She sets the rest in pin- =z 


curls—curled toward the face in front, 
in a double row across the back (re- 
verse the direction of bottom row). 





Christine Carere’s 
AN hair is long in back 


Se ae and short in front, so 
N p all she needs to set is 
= the front. She does it 

‘\ y 


with a combination 
of pincurls and small 
rollers. She feathers 
a frill of bangs across 
her forehead for a romantic touch and 
often secures her back hair with specially 
designed jeweled clasps that hold her hair 
smoothly in place. An end permanent gives 
the body and control needed for hair worn 
this way. Hair spray keeps wisps in control. 
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Annette Funicello laughingly calls 
her hair style “split level.” says that 


she likes short hair in jront to frame 


‘ M4 her face and long hair in baci. An- 
~~ Cos nette puts her hair up split-level style. 

BaD toog by using both rollers and pin- 

. i ae, cufls. She rolls the middle section 


under on rollers. the side hair under 
on one row of rollers, the rest in pin- 
curls. A home permanent gives this 
hairdo resiliency, insures its crisp 


line and eliminates frequent setting. 


LEAL Loretta Young’s 
Oe, a , . 
Macs \ soft and wavy hairdo. 
“V0 1s a perfect frame for 
j 


io. OAT) Wa Us) her face. To get the 
“ J deeply Mu aved effect at 
; Atle : : L 
Ol; the sides, Loretta uses 
~~ 
medium-size rollers. 
one wound under, at 
each side. three rollers 
5 
wound under again 
from front to crown 
of head. The rest is pin-curled in medium 
sized strands. each row taking a different 
direction. The shine on her hatr comes 


: . ' . 
from a ecreme rinse used atter shampoo. 


NORTHAM WARREN, NEW YORK 


Get a lively lift with colors by 
Curren 


Tired of the same old lipstick? Yearning for some mad, glad, glamorous 
color to come along and sweep you away? Cutex has sixteen of them. Sixteen 
luscious, lilting shades, each one more irresistible than the last. And the 


very newest is a pulsating pink called “Sugar Plum,” shown above. Try 
“Sugar Plum.” Better still, try all sixteen...in your choice of two delightful 


Cutex textures, lush-’n-lasting Sheer Lanolin or light, creamy new Delicate. a a 


Sheer Lanolin New Delicate 

















It was on June 15, 1957, that they 
* first met—on Dick Clark’s Bandstand, 


PHOTOPLAY in New York. She, Justine Correlli, 


was fourteen, and he, Bob Clayton, 


ee 


-a- plays cupid to- 


was eighteen. She was dancing with 


another boy when he first came into 











7 the huge room, “Yet,” she says, think- 
} ing back, “I can even remember the 

= 5 USM b ’ white jacket and black pants he was 
\Y wearing.” He just stood by the door 

a staring at her. Later he told her it was 








because he (Continued on page 74) 





Justine never thought that she and Bob would ever be together again, especially after what had happened. 
But she couldn’t help wishing, over her birthday candles, that somehow it could be like old times again. 
> 7 
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| beauty 


Our exclusive Vacuseal 
’ process assures you of the 
/ most perfectly formed, most 
hygienically clean puffs 
you can buy. 


f 
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Only Victoria, Lushus, 
Primpuffs and Vic-Tex puffs 


give your makeup, any makeup 
you now use. 


Only 10¢ to 39¢ 


at your favorite Variety store. 


..a fabulous fresh glow! 


Prices slightly higher in Canada 


Victoria-Vogue, inc. 


Glendale, L. I., New York + Los Angeles, California + Toronto, Ontario, Canada 

















BOB HOPE 
will present the 

Photoplay Gold Medal Awards 
to the winners, 

on his NBC-TV program, 
February 22nd, 

at 8:30 P.M. EST. 

Be sure to tune in 

and see your favorites 


receive their awards. 


YOUR PHOTOPLAY 
rere) MO ae Ne 


WINNERS 


ROCK HUDSON 


the most popular stars of the year 


DORIS DAY 





the most popular the outstanding 


motion picture newcomers 


of the year of the year 


MILLIE 
PERKINS 


PILLOW TALK 


produced by Ross Hunter 


and Martin Melcher 


directed by TROY 
Michael Gordon ble) NAH U t 


Most of you are probably too young 
to remember, but, believe it or not, 
there are some Photoplay readers who 
have been voting for their movie favor- 
ites for 39 years. That’s how many 
years the Photoplay Gold Medal has 
been awarded. And that’s why the Gold 
Medal awards are so very special—be- 
cause they come straight from you. 


This year, you voted for: 


ROCK HUDSON: Rock. who won two 
Gold Medals for dramatic roles, wins 
his third for his way with comedy— 
and song!—in “Pillow Talk.” He’s seri- 


ous again in “Day of the Gun” for U-1. 


DORIS DAY: Doris Kapplehoff and 
Roy Fitzgerald (Rock) started in 
movies at the same time, but “Pillow 
Talk” is their first picture together. It 
wins Doris her second Gold Medal. Her 
next: “Please Don’t Eat the Daisies” 


for M-G-M (based on the best-seller). 


“PILLOW TALK”: This U-I comedy 
bubbled its way to three awards for its 
stars and itself. For the bright-hearted. 
light-handed touch, thank producers 
Ross Hunter and Martin Melcher 
(Doris’ husband) and director Michael 


Gordon. Watch for their next films. 


TROY DONAHUE: A _ six-foot-three 
New Yorker, Troy won your votes 
when you saw him with last year’s top 
newcomer, Sandra Dee, in Warners’ “A 
Summer Place.” You'll see Troy, 23, 
next in Warners’ “The Crowded Sky.” 


MILLIE PERKINS: Your votes show 
director George Stevens he was right in 
picking Millie out of 10,225 girls for 
the lead role in 20th’s “Diary of Anne 
Frank.” Millie, 21, started as a model. 





LIZ AND EDDIE 


Continued from page 23 


Suddenly I noticed Liz get up from her 
seat and whisper something to Eddie. He 
got up, steered her across the dance floor 
and out through the door. 

Liz had whispered so softly that not 
even the people right next to them had 
managed to hear what she said to Eddie. 
And no one there could figure out why 
they left the party before it was over. 

Some thought it was because she and 
Eddie had a row. ‘There’d been rumors 
that Eddie had been gambling, that he 
was broke, that Liz had had to sell some 
of her jewelry to pay for their trips. But 
I know this wasn’t true, because one of 
the maids at the hotel in Spain where we 
were all staying—one who had helped Liz 
dress—told my wife she had “millions of 
diamonds” in a large jewel box. And, 
the maid added, from the way Liz looked 
after them, she obviously had no intention 
of selling them. 

I didn’t know, then, why Liz left the 
party—not until much later. It was funny, 
the way I found out. But I think, to ex- 
plain properly, I'll have to start from the 
beginning, from the first time I saw them, 
which was last summer. 

My wife and I were sitting out on the 
patio of the hotel in Spain, where we were 
staying for our summer vacation, when 
Elizabeth and Eddie happened to arrive 
there too. 

At first sight, my wife and I disagreed on 
Liz’ looks. My wife thought she was stun- 
ning; I only thought her intriguing. But 
we both agreed that some of the things 
we had read about her appearance were 
not true; there was no gray whatsoever in 
her hair, and she didn’t look overweight. 
There were circles under her eyes, though, 
and she seemed tired. In fact, she always 
looked tired, every time we saw her after 
that. Maybe it was due to the strain from 
all the trouble she has with her back. 

Eddie was a surprise. We had always 
thought of him as being sort of nervous 
and shy. But he didn’t seem like that at 
all. Even though he was in a foreign 
country and knew only a few words of the 
language, he was able to direct the porters, 
who were getting the luggage out of the 
car, and tell them exactly what he and 
Liz would need first, what they could 
bring up later, and so on. He had an air 
of authority I would have never expected. 

Later, during their stay, we were often 
near them at the beach, and sometimes 
even saw them in shops in town. So we 
were able to get a lot of impressions. 

Eddie went on being a pleasant sur- 
prise. He was very quiet, but likeable. 
We chatted, for a while, on the beach 
once, and his manner was very plain and 
simple. Every morning, while Liz was 
working on her movie (“Suddenly Last 
Summer”), he would read the papers on 
the hotel terrace, and in the afternoons 
he would take Chris and Mike down to the 
beach. 

Our conversation first got started when 
I remarked on what a wonderful place 
this was for children. He nodded and said 
yes, it was. We talked a while about Chris 
and Mike, and I wondered if Eddie would 
say anything about his own little ones. 
But all he said was, “You know, my own 
children are very beautiful.” Maybe he 
would have gone on, but a porter came 
down from the hotel, just then, to tell him 
that “Senora Fisher” had come back. 
Immediately, he got up, called to the boys, 
and went to her. He seemed to be very 
much in love, and didn’t want to be away 
from her for an unnecessary moment. 


The more we saw of Eddie, we must 
admit, the better we liked him. But Liz— 
well, she was puzzling. From everything 
we had read, we thought of Liz as a pas- 
sionate, exciting woman—a woman who 
was always gay, always the center of 
attention. 

Yet I hardly ever saw her laugh, though 
she did smile. She didn’t seem moody, 
but she was always withdrawn, always 
quiet. When she spoke, her speech was 
slow and deliberate, and not very com- 
manding. Her eyes were always thought- 
ful, never sparkling or gay. Sometimes, 
while she spoke, she would touch her ears 
or her earrings when she wore any. Other- 
wise, her hands just lay quietly in her lap. 
Only twice, that I know of, did she get a 
little more lively. Once, was when some 
photographers discovered her and Eddie 
on the beach and started to take pictures. 
Then she very sharply asked a man with 
them (who was evidently her press agent) 
to stand in front of her and block the view. 

The other time was when Eddie took 
her to a bull fight. She got sadder and 
sadder as it went on, and twice she 
screamed. Not with excitement, but with 
horror. “How can they kill dumb animals 
like that?” she said. Then she hid her 
eyes. I remembered hearing that, as a 
little girl, she had loved animals very 
much and always had a lot of pets. So I 
guess that was understandable. 

But what shocked us was what we be- 
gan noticing more gradually. Along with 
a quietness that many women have, there 
is often a sort of gentle warmth, like a 
slow steady flame. 

But Liz wasn’t like this. 

She always had a good word for every- 
body, but her manner was cold. And I 
don’t mean just to strangers. 

She was cold to Eddie, too. 





9 HAIRDOS MEN LIKE BEST 


To get another look at the nine 
hairdos men like best, as shown on 
pages 51-55, see these stars in the 
following: 

JANET LEIGH can be seen in 
Par.’s “Psycho” and “Who Was 
That Lady?” for Col. EVA MARIE 
SAINT can be seen in “Exodus” 
for U.A. CAROL LYNLEY’S in 
20th’s “Hound-Dog Man” and 
“Daddy-O.” See DEBBIE REY- 
NOLDS in “The Rat Race” and 
“Pleasure of His Company” for 
Par. Also “‘The Gazebo” for 
M-G-M. Hear her sing on the Dot 
label and watch for her specials 
on ABC-TV. Don’t miss “The 
LORETTA YOUNG Show” every 
Sun., NBC-TV, 10—10:30 P.M. 
EST. Hear ANNETTE sing on the 
Buena Vista Label. DOROTHY 
PROVINE can be seen on Sun., 
9:30—10:30 P.M. EST, ABC-TV 
in “The Alaskans.” DORIS DAY’S 
in “Please Don’t Eat the Daisies” 
for Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer. 











And she was a little cold to her kids— 
at least it seemed that way to us. 

She never once showed Eddie any af- 
fection in public. She never took his hand, 
never kissed him. If he went over to her 
and caressed her, she didn’t seem to mind, 
but she didn’t respond, either. And she 
often kept him waiting. Sometimes for as 
long as half an hour, or even an hour, I’d 
see him wandering around in the lobby 
while their car waited outside. Finally 
the elevator doors would open and Liz 
would walk out, not hurrying, not apolo- 
gizing, just walking with that cool little 
smile of hers. Once Eddie told her off 
because there were other people waiting 
for her too. But mostly he just shook his 
head and said nothing. Or he’d kiss her— 
he was always affectionate to her—and 
then they’d go out. 

With the children it was the same thing, 
although she was always quick to see that 
they buttoned their coats or didn’t stay 
in the water too long. But she seemed so 
impersonal about it. I never saw her hug 
them the way Eddie did, suddenly and 
spontaneously. And yet I don’t see how 
she could have resisted. They were such 
cute kids. Little Mike is so grave all the 
time, and Christopher is always asking 
questions and the little girl, Liza, has 
a lot of charm. Eddie was obviously crazy 
about them. But Liz never showed them 
any real warmth. 

So, as we saw more and more of them 
in Spain, I said to my wife, “Well, to me, 
she’s a woman to look at, but not to 
marry.” And my wife said, “You know, 
after seeing her so often, I don’t think 
she’s beautiful any more. Pretty, yes. But 
not beautiful.” 

Maybe one reason Eddie was so good 
with the kids was that he was trying to 
make up for Liz’ remoteness. Anyway, 
he was exceptionally patient. 

I remember one morning particularly 
well. Eddie was reading the paper on the 
terrace when suddenly Mike, Jr. started 
rocking Eddie’s beach chair rather hard. 
Eddie told him to quit. Mike stopped for 
a minute, and then began again, this time 
upsetting the chair. Down onto the grass 
went Eddie, all tangled up in the canvas. 
Naturally everyone on the terrace was 
laughing. But Eddie looked furious, al- 
though he controlled himself very well, 
just scolding Mike quietly and telling him 
that he must stop and obey what Eddie 
said. Then he explained to Mike that 
simple accidents like this can really hurt 
someone, and he asked Mike if he wanted 
to hurt anyone. Mike said no, he didn’t, 
and that he was sorry. 

And then Eddie, untangled at last, said | 
very softly that it was okay—and with a 
little rush, Mike grabbed him and kissed 
him and then ran off to find his brother. 
And, as I watched, I couldn’t help won- 
dering if Mike would have kissed his 
mother in public that way. Afterward, 
Eddie dusted himself off, laughed and just 
said, “Boys will be boys, I guess.” 

It was very strange. So much warmth 
on his side—so much coolness on Liz’. 

Other people felt it, too. Liz and Eddie 
had an interpreter with them most of the 
time, to help them shop, straighten out 
bills and so on. He told me an interesting 
story. One day, he said, while he and 
Eddie were downtown shopping, a wom- 
an came up to them in the street and asked 
the interpreter if that was really Eddie 
Fisher. The interpreter said yes, it was. 
So the woman reached out and touched 
Eddie’s arm. She said in Spanish, “That’s 
better than an autograph.” Then she 
quietly left. The Spanish are like that. 
But I never heard of anyone touching Liz. 
She might have had a hands-off sign. 

As I said, all this seemed very strange 
to us, and we’d keep wondering, “Why, 











why, why? What’s changed her so much?” 


all dressed to go out. They stopped at the 
desk and Eddie mentioned they were go- 
ing to a little night club in town. The 
clerk looked startled for a moment when 
he heard the name and then said some- 





Then, one evening, we saw something that | 
gave us a clue at last. We were sitting in | 
the lobby when Eddie and Liz came down, | 


thing about it not being a place for “ladies.” , 
Eddie just laughed and turned to go, but | 


Liz didn’t move. She seemed to flush and 
her eyes began to snap. Another moment 
passed then she turned on her heels and 
walked back into the elevator. Eddie 
stared for a minute and then he shrugged 
and shook his head as if confused. 

Well, that was it as far as we were con- 
cerned. Everything fell into place, then, 
like a jigsaw puzzle. It explained the 
soft voice, the coldness—and everything. 

I believe Liz Taylor would give almost 
anything to be considered a lady. And 
that’s what Liz has been trying to be. 

Only she’s making a mistake a lot of 
people make when they try to imitate high 
society. They think being upper class 
means having your nose in the air and 
wearing a look of cool haughtiness in 
public, even going as far as Liz went 


toward her own husband and children. : 
Whereas a real lady can be the warmest, | 
most down-to-earth person in the world. | 
In quieting down her clothes and manners, | 


Liz also tossed away her warm heart. 

And so that’s why she must have left 
the party. She had tried to look so well 
for the occasion, so much like a lady, but 
instead had failed. She was the only one 
who had had so much jewelry on—even 
the most socially prominent woman wore 
just a wedding ring and a pear! bracelet. 
And also, unlike the rest of the women, 
she had not been able to talk about all the 
subjects an _ aristocratic, well-educated 
lady usually knows about. Liz has just 
never had this kind of education. And I 
think she’s very conscious of it. 

Before we had much chance to confirm 
or deny this theory, Liz and Eddie and 





the kids packed up and left for England. | 


We forgot all about it, until a few months 
later when I happened to read a piece by 
their English chauffeur. 

Liz had evidently told him: “I want the 
boys to be little gentlemen. Make sure 
they always say ‘please’ and ‘thank you.’ 
Don’t let them argue with you.” It fitted 
in perfectly. 


And the chauffeur told a sad little story, | 


too, about how Mike Wilding, Liz’ second 
husband and father of her sons, was 
invited to dinner with her and Eddie, be- 
cause that was the “civilized” thing to do. 
Nobody relaxed for a minute that evening, 
he said, including the kids, who were 
hustled in and out, allowed just to shake 
hands with their own father, and then 
rushed off before their company manners 
could disappear! 

And all the papers went on saying how 
soberly Liz was beginning to dress. When 
she got back to New York, we read that 
Liz refused the part she was given in 
“Butterfield 8” because it was “too much 
like a prostitute.” A friend of ours saw the 
script before and after it was rewritten 
for Liz and told us the part had really 
been much better before. “If she’s so wild 
to get an Oscar,” he said, “as she says she 
is, she might remember that for every 
Oscar won for playing a saint, three go to 
those who play bad girls! Don’t understand 
that woman,” he added. We figured we 
did, though. It was Liz, still trying to be a 
real lady. THE ENpD 


SEE LIZ AND EDDIE IN M-G-M’S “BUTTERFIELD 
8.” ALSO, BE SURE TO SEE LIZ IN “SUDDENLY 
LAST SUMMER” FOR COLUMBIA AND IN 20TH’S 
“CLEOPATRA.” HEAR EDDIE SING FOR RAMROD. 
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TUESDAY WELD 


Continued from page 29 


I'd like you to see it, but it’s such a mess. 
I haven’t had a chance to straighten it out 
myself, and we only have a maid once a 
week—on Saturdays.” 

I sat on a stool while Tuesday poured 
some orange juice. There was so much 
to talk about. Tuesday’s reputation, for 
instance, had been mushrooming, making 
her into a barefoot 16-year-old sort of 
beatnik with too much cheek, who dated 
older men, smoked, took an after-dinner 
cocktail and said just about anything that 
came into her head. 

I'd known Tuesday from the time she’d 
first come to Hollywood—frightened but 
not dull. She was fifteen and had come 
out to play Comfort Goodpasture in “Rally 
’Round the Flag, Boys!” I couldn’t believe 
she’d changed so much. 


s Tuesday set the glass of orange juice 

before me, she opened a fliptop box 

and withdrew a filter-tipped ciga- 
rette. There was nothing furtive or self- 
conscious about the gesture. “Whatever 
made you start smoking?” I asked her. 

She looked thoughtful. 

“I started smoking actually because I 
wanted to learn how to smoke,” she re- 
plied with the simple candor I had learned 
to expect of her. She was quick to admit 
that she was no less susceptible to pres- 
sures of conformity than most other teen- 
agers. “I thought it was terribly chic. I had 
an older girlfriend who smoked. So I’d just 
go around with her and try smoking, too. 
She and everyone else would go into hys- 
terics because I didn’t know how.” 

“That did it,” she smiled. “I just made 
up my mind that I was going to be the 
best smoker in town. I sat down, one 
night, for three hours, and my girlfriend 
taught me how. She taught me how to 
hold the cigarette, how to light it, how to 
flick the ashes—everything. 

“That doesn’t make me a freak or 
anything unusual!” she exclaimed sud- 
denly. “Fifty thousand people in this part 
of the hill smoke. Everybody smokes. And 
I don’t think it gives any insight at all into 
my personality, which is something I’ve 
heard people say. It doesn’t say I’m smart 
and it doesn’t say I’m stupid. It doesn’t 
even say I’m nervous—which I’ve heard 
tell, too. All it says is that I smoke.” 

There was a moment’s interruption as 


the phone rang. Tuesday listened, then 
politely told the caller that her mother 
would be in later. She turned back to me. 

“The way it seems to me,” she said, not 
forgetting what she had been talking 
about, “if a girl’s old enough to get mar- 
ried, she should be old enough to smoke.” 

She seemed so sophisticated but I won- 
dered because, in unguarded moments, 
Tuesday’s face seemed to wear the be- 
wildered expression of a little girl. Maybe 
it was this little girl, rather than the so- 
phisticate, that made her gravitate so 
much toward older men. 

I thought about this for a moment, then 
asked her about the “older men.” Did she 
date them because subconsciously she 
might be looking for the father she never 
had—for protection? 

Tuesday knitted her face in a thought- 
ful expression. “I’m sure it’s not because 
I like to be protected,” she said emphati- 
cally, “because I feel I can protect myself.” 

And then she got up and led me over to 
a portrait of her father on the wall of her 
mother’s bedroom. It had been done when 
he was thirty-two. 

“Wasn’t he handsome?” 
fully. 

He was. He had a lean, sensitive face, 
bright, penetrating eyes, and a faint ex- 
pression of scorn. He’d been a _ stock- 
broker and gentleman farmer in Cape 
Cod, but had given it up because of ill- 
health just before Tuesday had been born. 
He died when she was only three. 

“I remember one thing about him,” 
Tuesday sighed. “I remember one night it 
was raining and he came into the house 
dripping wet. Dad was tall—six-feet-four. 
He took off his hat and raincoat and 
squatted right down and opened up his 
arms for me to come to him. I don’t re- 
member what he said. I just remember 
him squatting down and opening his arms 
to me.” 

She turned away a second. “That’s a 
lovely memory,” she said softly. “Isn’t it?” 
She evidently didn’t want it to appear that 
she found it painful to think of her father. 

She said only once had anyone reminded 
her of him. 

“It was about a year ago,” she recalled. 
“I was in New York, and a boy brought 
me home from Trinity Church. He was a 
thin, blond boy, well-dressed and well- 
mannered. He was tall and elegant. For 
some strange reason, he reminded me of 
my father. I don’t know why I didn’t see 
him again, but I just didn’t.” 

Tuesday tried to explain why older men 
appealed to her. “There’s more security 


she said wist- 
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with them,” she maintained. “Older peo- 
ple just have more confidence in them- 
selves. They have assurance. When you’re 
just around them or talking to them, it 
gives you a more confident feeling. That’s 
why I can open up more with older people 
than with younger people. But I’m sur- 
prised that all young people don’t feel 
that way.” 


er critics had implied, many times, that 

Tuesday was merely seeking thrills— 

and publicity—by dating men twice 
her age. They have particularly belabored 
her for going out with actor John Ireland. 
Tuesday frowned helplessly when I men- 
tioned that. 

“John and I are only friends,” she said. 
“We get along well. We have a lot to talk 
about. I have a neighbor who’s about 
sixty. I see him every once in a while. I 
talk to him. There are older men who are 
grips at the studios, and I talk to them. 
I find interest in them. There’s some kind 
of communication.” 

And only at this point, during the whole 
evening, did Tuesday’s attitude of detach- 
ment give way to irritation. And I noticed 
she was moving an ashtray around, nerv- 
ously. 

“It doesn’t mean just because I’ve been 
seen at some party with John Ireland, or 
in some group with him, that we’re having 
a romance.” Her tone became one of ex- 
asperation. “This is presumptuous, to say 
the least. I think it’s very ignorant of peo- 
ple. It shows how small-minded they are.” 

As far as Tuesday is concerned, her 
friendship with Ireland has been utterly 
beyond reproach. 

“We're usually with friends, when we 
see each other,” she pointed out. “He 
knows my mother well. Besides, I don’t 
think anyone should be limited to friend- 
ship based on age alone. It’s putting a defi- 
nite schedule on mental development. It’s 
saying you cannot like or talk to anyone 
over such and such an age. It’s saying 
you cannot be friendly with so-and-so 
because he’s six years older than you 
are. Why? What if you want to seek out 
and learn a little more than the people 
you already know and have been with? 

“l’m friends with kids my own age, 
too,” she cried. “I’m not a freak! I know 
plenty of kids and get along very well 
with them. I don’t practice any class dis- 
tinction according to age. It’s other people 
who seem to be doing that for me. I stick 
up for the teenagers because I think we’ve 
taken a bad beating!” 

And then she explained about her bare- 
foot appearance on an hour-long tele- 
vision show a few months ago—for which 
she was accused of blatant exhibitionism. 

“T was just back from a weekend in 
New York, and I’d just completed a Dobie 
Gillis show,” she began, trying to tell me 
exactly what had happened. “I’d been 
working very hard and when I returned 
home I was exhausted. I'd lost about 15 
pounds, can you believe it? I was just 
about at an end and, that very night, I 
was supposed to do this show. All I really 
wanted to do was to go to sleep.” 

An hour before she was due at the 
studio, she dozed off and didn’t wake up 
until ten minutes before airtime. 

“T could have died. I threw on my dress, 
grabbed my pocketbook and ran. By the 
time I reached the studio, I was so late 
that, in my rush, I somehow tripped get- 
ting out of the car. My heel snapped right 
off and I just wanted to cry. There wasn’t 
time to go home and get another pair. So, 
I thought, instead of hobbling—it’d look 
funny—it would be better to take the 
other shoe off since I was sure they 
weren't going to photograph my feet!” 

But they did. And, when the interviewer 
inquired if her bare feet represented a 
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device to get attention, Tuesday jokingly 
tried to pass it off with: “No, I’m a 
beatnik.” 

“It would have taken six weeks to ex- 
plain why I really came with no shoes,” 
she told me, and then she paused. “I don’t 
know whether I’m a beatnik or not. There 
are 50,000 definitions and explanations of 
the word. I think I’m a young girl who is 
doing her job and working hard at it.” 

She seemed really hurt and suddenly 
said, again, “I’m not a freak!” 

Then she looked sad. And I asked if she 
ever cried. 

“I cry pretty well,” Tuesday smiled, | 
pushing back a lock of hair that had | 
strayed across her cheek. “I hold off most 
emotion until the time comes where it is 
so built up, I explode. Then I cry for a 
week. When I start crying, you can’t stop 
me.” 

So it has been all her life—the mask of 
aloof worldliness behind which lay hidden 
hurts. 





ess than a fortnight earlier it had hap- 
pened again. Some friends were at the 
house, and Tuesday volunteered to get 
some food at the Gaiety Delicatessen on 
Sunset Strip. 

“I was supposed to be back in a couple 
of minutes, but I was gone more than an 
hour,” she confessed. “I got about $10 
worth of food, just about everything they 
had—fudge, cold cuts, pickles, olives, 
knishes, lox. It was such fun picking out 
all the stuff. But, when I got home, every- 
one was quite disgusted with my lack of 
consideration.” | 

Tuesday didn’t blame them, either, but 
the reproach was more than she could 
bear. 

“IT lost my appetite completely, threw 
down my food, and cried,” she said, “be- 
cause I was hurt.” 

And then suddenly she started talking 
about her childhood, about a time when 
she was around three or four, and her 
favorite plaything was a battered old 
beanbag her grandmother had given her. 

“I got attached to a little beanbag the 
shape of an egg, like Humpty Dumpty,” 
she said “It had little crooked legs and 
arms attached to it. This was my little 
doll. All the other little girls in the neigh- 
borhood had Jane Cries dolls. I didn’t 
have a regular doll’s blanket, either. I had 
a little crocheted multicolored blanket for | 
Jacob. That’s what I called my beanbag.” | 

Jacob was so different from the other 
dolls, even as Tuesday, in her way, was 
so different from the other children. 

“The real reason I didn’t like the dolls,” 
she tried to explain, “was because when 
the dolls cried they weren’t real. I just 
didn’t like the idea of filling the dolls 
with water and turning them upside down 
to make them cry. I'd rather coddle my 
mother’s nail polish or Jacob.” 

A soft, nostalgic smile spread across 
Tuesday’s face. 

“Jacob had the most beautiful expres- 
sion,’ she went on. “The dolls all had the 
same expression, but I could change 
Jacob’s looks anytime I wanted, just by 
twisting his legs or squeezing him. He 
had the most flexible features. You could 
sit him on a shelf. You could cross his 
legs. He was always interested. He had an 
inquisitive look on his face all the time.” 

But the look on the faces of the other 
children, she told me, was one of ridicule 
and scorn. 

“They always made fun of me and my 
beanbag. One day, they just grabbed him 
away from me and threw him in the 
street. They put him in the gutter where 
it was muddy and dirty. They said how 
silly it was to act as if Jacob was a real 
doll, and they had a real laugh over it.” 
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OF INTEREST TO WOMEN PWC-Mar'60 


500 FOR YOUR Child’s Picture (All Ages), Hundreds used. 
end small picture for approval. Returned with report. Print 
child’s parents’ name, address. Spotlite, 1611 North La Brea, 
PC, Hollywood, California. 
BEAUTY DEMONSTRATORS—TO $5.00 hour demonstrat- 
ing Famous Hollywood Cosmetics, your neighborhood. For 
free samples, details, write Studio Girl, Dept. 1603C, 
Glendale, California. 
HOMEWORKERS: EARN MONEY sewing precut ties for us. 
We supply materials; instruction. No Selling! Home-Sewing, 
Inc., Dept. 143, Box 2107, Cleveland 8, Ohio. 
HOMEWORKERS: ASSEMBLE HANDLACED Precut moc- 
casins and handbags. Good earnings. California Handicrafts, 
Los Angeles 46-B, California, 
$500.00—OF TEN MORE for Your Child’s Photo. Rush photo 
—returned Promptly with Report. Free gifts. Natphoto, Box 
3035-P6, North Hollywood, California. 
$15.00 THOUSAND PREPARING envelopes, postcards, 
home—longhand, typewriter. Particulars free. G. Economy, 
Box 2580, Greensboro, N.C. 
$500 FOR YOUR child’s photo. Mail photo, name, for free 
report, offer. Returned. Studio, 5032YP Lankershim, North 
Hollywood, California. Ss - 
DRESSES 24c; SHOES 39c; Men’s Suits $4.95; Trousers 
pa -20. Better used clothing. Free Catalog. Transworld, 164-A 
Christopher, Brooklyn 12, New York, 
HOMEWORKERS NEEDED! GUARANTEED Earnings. No 
Selling. Everything Furnished. Elvee, 556-A Beacon, Man- 
chester, N.H. cameuaiel aes 
EXTRA CASH PREPARING, mailing postcards. Write: 
Malone’s, Box 43007-A, Los Angeles 43, California, 
$2.50 HOUR POSSIBLE, sewing sofa pillow covers spare- 
time. No selling. Write: S-P, Inc., Trilby 2, Florida, 
EARN SPARETIME CASH Mailing Advertising Literature. 
Glenway, Box 6568, Cleveland 1, Ohio. 























MAKE MONEY CLIPPING Newspapers. Write, Newscraft, 
PW-983-E. Main, Columbus 5, Ohio. Sree: 

SEW OUR READY cut aprons at home, spare time. Easy, 
profitable. Hanky Aprons, Caldwell 3, Ark. 


HOME TYPING! $65 Week possible! Details, $1. Treasurer, 
709 Webster, New Rochelle, N.Y. 


EARN $50.00 WEEKLY sewing spare time. No canvassing. 
Redykut’s, Loganville, Wisconsin, : bial 
$200 MONTHLY POSSIBLE, Sewing Babywear! No house 
selling. Free information. Send name to Cuties, Warsaw 1, Ind. 








BUSINESS & MONEY MAKING OPPORTUNITIES _ 
GOOD PAY MAILING advertising literature for reputable 
organization. Literature, mailing lists, stamps supplied! Start 
immediately. Full information $1.00 (Refundable). Nationai 
Mailers, Box 5428, Philadelphia 43, Pa. ae bial 
$3.00 HOURLY POSSIBLE assembling pump lamps Spare 
Time. Simple, Easy. No canvassing. Write: Ougor, Caldwell 
1, Arkansas. 

MAKE BIG MONEY invisibly mending damaged garments at 
home. Details Free. Fabricon, 6240 Broadway, Chicago 40. 
EARN EXTRA CASH! Prepare Advertising Mailers. Lang- 
dons, Box 41107PW, Los Angeles 41, California. 
FOREIGN & U.S.A. JOB LISTINGS 
AMERICAN OVERSEAS JOBS. Higher Pay. Transportation 
Paid. Men, Women. Act Now!! Write Today. Free Informa- 
tion. Employment Headquarters, 79-E Wall Street, New York 5. 
MUSIC & MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS 
POEMS NEEDED IMMEDIATELY for New Songs and 
Records. Free Examination and Appraisal. Send Poems: 
Songcrafters, Acklen Station, Nashville, Tenn. 




















POEMS WANTED FOR musical setting and recording. Send 
poems. Free examination. Crown Music, 49-PW West 32, 
New York. 

YOU PAY $5 Down—Gets Your Song Recorded. Cowtown 
Records, Box 192, Avery, Texas, 








AGENTS & HELP WANTED 
ANYONE CAN SELL famous Hoover Uniforms for beauty 
shops, waitresses, nurses, doctors, others. Miracle fabrics— 
Nylon, Dacron, Wash ’N Wear Cottons. Exclusive styles, top 
quality, Big income, real future. Equipment free. Hoover, 

ept. C-119, New York 11, N.Y. sa 
TEAR OUT THIS Ad, and mail with name, address for big 
box of home needs and cosmetics for Free Trial, to test in your 
home. Tell your friends, make money. Rush name, Blair, 
Dept. 185DC, Lynchburg, Va. 
FASHION DEMONSTRATORS—$20-$40 profit evenings. 
No delivering or collecting. Beeline Style Shows are Party 
Plan sensation! Samples Vurnished Free, Beeline Fashions, 
Bensenville 141, Illinois. : et 
NO EXPERIENCE NECESSARY—Secretary for small shop- 
ping club. 2 hrs./wk. 10 wks. Earn $50 and more in famous 
products. Popular Club, A999, Lynbrook, New York. __ 
EARN EXTRA MONEY selling Advertising Book Matches. 
hg Tm gg kit furnished. Matchcorp, Dept. WP-30, Chicago 
»_Ulinols. 

60% PROFIT COSMETICS. $25 day up. Hire others. Samples, 
details. Studio Girl-Hollywood, Glendale, Calif. Dept. 1603H. 























EDUCATIONAL OPPORTUNITIES 


HIGH SCHOOL AT Home in spare time with 63-year-old 
school. No classes. Standard high school texts supplied. 
Single subjects if desired. Credit for subjects already com- 
care. Progress at own speed. Diploma awarded. Information 
ooklet free . . . write today! American School, Dept. X374, 
Drexel at 58th, Chicago 37. 
ADVISE-LOVE-INSPIRE Your Man. Assure his Success in 
One of America’s Giant Industries: Television-Radio-Elec- 
tronics; Auto Mechanics-Diesel; Air Conditioning-Refrigera- 
tion-Electrical Appliances. State Course Desired. Opportunity 
Book Mailed Free. National Technical Schools, 4004 South 
Figueroa. Los Angeles 37, California. 
DENTAL NURSING, PREPARE at home for big pay career. 
Chairside duties, reception, laboratory, Personality Develop- 
ment. Free Book. Wayne School, Lab: BA-24, 2521 Sheffield, 
Chicago 14. 
HIGH SCHOOL DIPLOMA at home. Licensed teachers. 
Approved materials. Southern States Academy, Station E-1, 
Atlanta, Georgia. ee ee 
LEARN HYPNOTISM, AUTOSUGGESTION for §self- 
improvement. Free brochure. School Hypnology, 200A West 
57th Street, New York 19, N.Y. 
FINISH HIGH SCHOOL at home, spare time. No classes. 
Diploma awarded. Write for Free catalog. Wayne School, 
Catalog HCH-67, 2527 Sheffield, Chicago 14. 


LOANS BY MAIL 


BORROW $100 TO $600 By Mail. Quick, Easy, Private. No 
Co-Signers. Repay in 24 small montnly payments. For the 
amount you want write today to Dial Finance Co., 410 Kil- 
patrick Bldg., Dept. C-57, Omaha 2, Nebraska. _ 

BORROW $50 TO $600. For Any purpose. Employed men and 
women eligible. Confidential. 2 years to repay. Write for free 
loan application. American Loan Plan, City National Bidg., 
Dept. 6.2050, Omaha 2, Nebraska. 

BORROW BY MAIL. $100-$600. Anywhere. Air Mail Service. 
Postal Finance, 200 Keeline Bldg., Dept. 63-C, Omaha 2, Neb. 


STAMP COLLECTING 


GIGANTIC COLLECTION FREE—Includes_ Triangles— 
Early United States—Animals—Commemoratives—British 
Colonies—High Value Pictorials, etc. Complete Collection plus 
Big Illustrated Magazine all Free. Send 5c for postage, Gray 
Stamp Co., Dept. PC, Toronto, Canada. 
U. S. STAMPS. GIANT Discount Catalog—20c. Raymax, 
37-VPX Maidenlane, NYC 38. _ 
OLD COINS & MONEY 


WE PURCHASE INDIANHEAD pennies. Complete allcoin 
catalogue 25c. Magnacoins, Box 61-HT, Whitestone 57, N.Y. 
WE BUY ALL rare American coins. Complete catalogué 25c. 
Fairview, Box 1116-ES, New York City 8. 


















































MAKE MONEY with: 





Simple CARTOONS. 


A book everyone who likes to draw 
should have. It is free; no | Free 
obligation. Simply address BOOK 


ARTOONISTS' EXCHANGE 
Dept. 593 Pleasant Hill, Ohio 





















IMITATION 
DIAMOND RINGS 
$1.49 each or both for $2.49 


Gorgeous Solitare and Wedding 
Ring set with beautiful imitation 
diamonds in 1/30 14 Kt. Yellow 
Gold Plated or Sterling Silver or 
White Gold Color Effect on a 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. SEND 
NO MONEY. Pay Postman on de- 
livery plus postal charges. If you 
send cash or money order with 
order, we pay postage. 

HAREM CO., ‘‘The House of Rings,’’ 








30 Church St., Dept. C225, New 
York 7, N. Y. 





$199 RETAIL 






SALT & PEPPER SET 
Charming pair of 
colorful ceramic 
ragamuffins for 
tableand knick- 

knack shelf, 


ON 
INTROD 
Given with Approval Samples of these 

2 NEW ASSORTMENTS OF 
EVERYDAY CARDS _ 



















AINTY All Occasion LOVELY GREET- 
ee. 21 exquisite INGS 21-card Asst. 


“SCARECROW” | She 


proval. Include $1.00 ‘‘Scarecrow’’ Gift Set wit 


NAME. -- 


| ADDRESS 


ke up to 150° CASH QUICK 


Send forsamples and start earning the easiest money 
ever by simply showing them to people you know. 
No experience needed. See the big difference in 
Cardinal’s big line of thrilling new cards for all oc- 
Y casions and Gift Items that sell fast the year ’round. 
ycTorR Compare our low wholesale prices and liberal prof- 

OFFER] its. Extra Cash Bonus to 10%. SEND NO MONEY. 
Get 2 outstanding Assortments on approval and 
Exclusive Stationery Samples FREE. $1.00 ‘‘Scare- 
crow” Set included with FREE Offer. Mail coupon! 


SEND FOR FREE GIFT OFFER & SAMPLES 


CARDINAL CRAFTSMEN, 


t. 44-T 


' 
1400 State Avenue, Cincinnati 14, Ohio 5 t 
| Please send money-making kit of new Grooting Cards on ap- | 
1 


FREE Offer. 











large cards you'll for birthdays and $ 
beproud to show. $925 year-round needs. i] 
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YOUR NEEDLEWORK 


Send thirty-five cents (in coin) for each pattern to: Photoplay Needlework, P.O. 
Box 123, Old Chelsea Station, N.Y. 11, N.Y. Add 5¢ for each pattern for Ist class 
mailing. Send additional 25¢ for Photoplay’s 1960 Needlework Catalog. For the 
Spring and Summer Catalog of Printed Dress Patterns, send additional 25¢. 


A sure-cure for mid-winter blues is 
sewing, says Eleanor Parker, now 


in M-G-M’s “Home From the Hill.” 








7036—Neat tops in Maternity 
Misses Sizes 10-12; 14-16 in- 
cluded. Motif and directions. 























7027—Embroider Gay Nineties 
fun on mats, towels, cloths. Transfer 
of 18 motifs 314x334” to 444x414”, 














$18—To keep baby snug and 
warm. Diagrams and transfers 
for 35% x 4314” crib cover. 


7186—Little girls love pinafores. 
Children’s Sizes 2-8 included. Pat- 


tern, embroidery transfer, directions. 








She stopped for a second, then finished. 
“I gave him a bath and he was fine the 
next day. But I cried for a week.” 

And she remembered how, while the 
other children were playing, she was al- 
ready working—as a child model. A friend 
of her mother’s, who was a designer and 
buyer for a department store in New York, 
had seen Tuesday’s photograph in a family 
scrapbook and remarked what a good 
model she would make. Times were hard 
and Tuesday convinced her mother it 
would be fun. So her mother agreed, and 
soon she became one of the most popular 
young models in town. 

Yet, just a few years later, she had to 
stop because, she remembered, she became 
unpleasingly plump—something which 
gave her friends another opportunity to 
laugh. 

And so her mother continued to struggle 
alone, to bring up Tuesday, her sister 
Sally and her brother David. 

How far has Tuesday traveled emotion- 
ally from the loneliness and unintentional 
non-conformity of her childhood? Holly- 
wood has found her a colorful personality, 
but popularity has not erased those early 
times of difference and struggle. 

Tuesday has been depicted as a fun- 
obsessed, tempestuous teenage partygoer. 
Yet, I learned, she would rather go from 
a party than to one. 

“One of my favorite things,” she in- 
sisted, “is to be alone. When I’m alone, I 
can think.” 

She leaned forward, put her elbows on 
the table, and cupped her face in her 
hands. 

“Sometimes I like to be alone for a 
couple of days at a time,” she said, “just 
thinking, writing, reading, drawing or 
maybe just cleaning the dishes. Or driving 
up a new street that I never drove on. 

“When I go to a party, where a lot of 
people sit around gossiping,” she said, “I 
leave and I feel kind of empty. So why 
waste time going to a party when you 
could have started what you really wanted 
to do a lot earlier?” 

Unbidden, Tuesday burst out laughing. 

“TI had a wild passion, the other night,” 
she squealed joyously, “to go out and get 


| a box of crayons! Isn’t that funny—I 


wanted crayons and a coloring book! I 
just wanted to do something simple and 
fun.” 

“Tuesday never talks about love,” her 
mother once told me. “She’s had little 
crushes, yes, puppy love crushes that 
lasted two or three weeks, but never any- 
thing more serious.” 

“But I’m lonely,” Tuesday said. The 
words were like a forlorn echo. “I’m al- 
ways lonely—for people. I like the warmth 
of people. Some people don’t generate 
any warmth. There are very few who 
actually do. I’m always seeking that kind 
of person. This, of course, is when I want 
to be with people.” 

I told her I understood what she meant. 

Then, there was a silence and, looking 
down at my watch, I noticed it was get- 
ting late. “I must be going now,” I said. 
“But thank you for talking with me.” 
And she smiled and then led me across the 
wide, green-carpeted room, past a beauti- 
ful fireplace, and on to the front door. 

“Goodnight,” she said quietly, then 
added, “But do you think the whispers 
about me will ever stop?” 

“I hope so,” I said. I really didn’t 
know. ... —WILLIAM TUSHER 


SEE TUESDAY IN U-I’s “THE PRIVATE LIVES OF 
ADAM AND EVE” AND “BECAUSE THEY'RE YOUNG” 
FOR COL. SHES ON CBS-TV, TUES., 8:30-9 
P.M. EST, “THE MANY LOVES OF DOBIE GILLIS.” 
SEE HER IN U.I.’s “SURVEY: THE TEENAGER” 
AND “SEXPOT GOES TO COLLEGE” FOR A.A. 
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JERRY LEWIS 


Continued from page 39 


though he were trying to reassure himself, 
he said out loud. “I don’t think I’m dead. 
And I think I should know. After all, 
somebody oughta ask me about it. But 
then,” he added, “how could you tell you 
were dead? This is exactly the kind of 
thing even your best friend wouldn’t tell 
you. 

He finished dressing (somehow a body 
looks better that way), and decided to 
call Patti. She’d tell him the truth. He 
dialed. The line was busy, so he sat down 
to wait. Being dead, he realized, was 
enough to start a guy thinking. Like what 
if he weren’t dead but nobody would be- 
lieve him? He could see himself in a 
hospital. The waiting room was crowded 
and the nurse wouldn’t pay any attention 
to him. He kept yelling, “But I’ve got to 
see a doctor. I’ve got to see a doctor. Can’t 
you see I’m dead?” 

But the nurse wasn’t impressed; she just 
kept putting her fingers up to her lips, 
and with a shh pointed to the SILENCE 
sign that hung over her desk. 

Then the scene changed; he saw himself 
on a long slim board that looked like an 
operating table. A doctor, with a long 
beard, leaned over him while another one, 
with a big carving knife, shook his head 
sadly. Obviously, they were getting ready 
for the autopsy. 








“Yes, yes, he is dead,” everybody agreed; | 


everybody, that is, but him. Every time he 
tried to tell them, he could tell that, like 
the nurse outside, they didn’t believe him. 


Finally, he jumped off the table, getting | 


away from their clutches, and ran all the 


way down the corridor just as fast as his | 


feet could carry him. The doctors and nurse 
followed him; he couldn’t find a door to 
escape and then. . 


he phone rang. He jumped up from his 
chair. Was he dreaming? He couldn’t 
tell. 

He picked up the telephone. Someone 
calling from the Paramount publicity de- 
partment. Would he talk to the members 
of the press? Nobody would believe them, 
the man kept saying, nobody would believe 
that Jerry Lewis was alive. The telephone 
board was overloaded with calls. 

“Jerry Lewis is alive,” he heard one of 
the secretaries at the other end of the 
phone insist to a magazine editor. “In fact,” 
he heard her say, “he’s talking to us over 
the phone right now. Unless he’s plugged 
in from way out, he’s alive!” 

“See what I mean, Jer,” complained the 





publicity man. “Nobody believes us. We’ve | 
had over three hundred calls in the last | 


half-hour. We don’t even know how the 
rumor started.” 

“Probably this morning at that meeting, 
when I didn’t say anything for three 
minutes, everybody thought I was dead,” 
Jerry gagged. 

“Will you take some calls?” the man 
asked. “There’s someone who says he’s a 
friend of yours calling now.” 

“Sure,” said Jerry. It was a newspaper- 
columnist friend calling from New York. 
He was speaking very solicitously. “Hey 
what’s the matter?” 





Jerry yelled: “What’s the matter? You're | 


talking so nice to me. . 
think I’m dead? Well, if you want to know 
the truth, I don’t think I am.” 

“But you must be,” the friend insisted. 
“It came over the Dow-Jones teletype 
from the West Coast and was announced 
on the floor of the New York Stock Ex- 
change that you died of a heart attack.” 

“See, what did I tell you?” Jer told 
himself. “Nobody’ll believe you. The doctor 
didn’t believe you, neither did the nurse, 





. is it because you | 





EXCLUSIVE STORIES ABOUT... 


THE HOLLYWOOD YEAR 


The wonderful new 1960 PHoropLay ANNUAL is now available. 
Here is Hollywood’s most exciting book of the year. Here are 
hundreds of thrilling pictures, as well as exclusive stories 
about everybody of importance in the movie world. 


ON THE RECORD—Pages and pages of pictures 
and stories of the big news events of Holly- 
wood. The marriages, divorces, separations, 
reconciliations, births and deaths. 


BIG CLICK—Pictures, as well as a thumbnail 
description of—Edd Byrnes e Annette Funi- 
cello e Pat Boone e Debbie Reynolds « Fa- 
bian « Tuesday Weld ¢« Rick Nelson e Sandra 
Dee e¢ James Darren ¢ David Nelson ¢ Millie 
Perkins e¢ Dean Stockwell e Carol Lynley. 


THE BIG BEAT—Here are the top men and 
women in the world of the big beat—Dick 
Clark e Elvis Presley e Bobby Darin e Frankie 
Avalon « Paul Anka e Tommy Sands e Dodie 
Stevens e Connie Francis. 


TOGETHERNESS — Wonderful romantic pic- 
tures and stories about these happily mar- 
rieds—Natalie Wood and Bob Wagner e Jan- 
et Leigh and Tony Curtis « Roger Smith and 
Victoria Shaw e Efrem Zimbalist, Jr. and 
Stephanie Spaulding « James Garner and 
Lois Clarke e Jack Kelly and May Wynn e 
Joanne Woodward and Paul Newman. 


PINUPS—Your collection won't be complete 
without the sparkling pictures of—Doris Day 
e Marilyn Monroe ¢ Kim Novak e Liz Taylor 
e Sal Mineo e Tab Hunter. 


IN THE GROOVE—Up-to-date stories and pic- 
tures of these great favorites of yours—Su- 
san Hayward e Rock Hudson e Glenn Ford 
e Shirley MacLaine e Frank Sinatra e Aud- 


rey Hepburn e Ava Gardner e Ingrid Berg- 
man e Mitzi Gaynor e Jean Simmons « Tony 
Perkins. 


HEADING FOR THE MOON—Follow the glam- 
orous careers of these newcomers—Lee Rem- 
ick e Joanna Barnes e Evy Norlund e Robert 
Evans ¢ May Britt e¢ Ronnie Burns e Cindy 
Robbins e Diane Baker « Dolores Michaels 
¢ Dolores Hart e Christine Carere « Donna 
Anderson e Kerwin Mathews e Michael 
Dante e Susan Kohner e Earl Holliman e 
Sherry Jackson e Bob Fuller « Arlene Howell 
e Luciana Paluzzi e Stuart Whitman e Connie 
Towers « Jane Fonda e Dina Merrill e Judi 
Meredith e Jill St. John « George Hamilton 
e Pat Wayne e Troy Donahue « Stella Stev- 
ens e Brandon De Wilde. 


ONLY 50¢ WHILE THEY LAST 


PHOTOPLAY ANNUAL 1960 is the greatest. Get 
your copy before they are all gone. Only 50¢ 
at your favorite magazine counter. Or, mail 
coupon with 50¢—today. 


| Bartholomew House, Inc. Dept. WG-360 | 
| 205 E. 42 St., New York 17, N. Y. l 
| Send me |» aliaieatad ANNUAL 1960. 

| 


| enclose 50c. 


and now one of your best friends won't 
believe you. What do they think? If I were 
going to die, I’d die with a bigger audience 
than this!” he thought to himself. 

A knock on the door interrupted his 
thoughts and he jumped up. It was a 
group of reporters with the publicity man 
who had called before. 

“Well, Mr. Lewis,” one reporter greeted 
him. “How does it feel to be dead?” 

“I don’t know,” Jerry laughed. “I’m still 
warm. I can’t tell yet.” 

“It’s the pulse that counts,” 
other newsman. 

Jerry, looking serious, removed his 
sweater, rolled up the sleeves of his shirt 
and pressed his fingers on his wrist. He felt 
again. He couldn’t find his pulse. “Boys,” 
he said, “this is more serious than any of 
us thought. I have no pulse.” 

As he sat there, he could see the press 
boys eyeing him. They had that same old 
look of disbelief. “Look, fellas,” he said 
pleadingly, “after all, did you ever see a 
corpse like this?” 

Nobody answered. So, turning to his 
secretary, Rita Dillon, who just walked 
in, Jerry asked, “Tell them the truth, Rita.” 

“It’s true,” she said, talking to the re- 
porters. “I got a call from an excited radio 
listener around noon. ‘Jerry Lewis is dead,’ 
she said. For a long time, I didn’t know 
how to break the news to Jerry, but finally 
I, and a couple of other secretaries, went 
over to the set where Jerry was doing a 
scene wtih Anna Maria Alberghetti. We 
didn’t want to ruin the take so we waited 
until he’d finished. Then we told him. The 
first thing he said was, ‘Now girls, don’t 
you think I'd make a better-looking corpse 
than this!” We laughed and had the pub- 
licity department take some pictures of 
him with Anna Maria so we could service 
them to the wire photo services.” 


joked an- 


en then said, “Let’s pick up the 


news,” and flicked on a small portable 

radio to a local station. The news was 
on. A voice was saying, “Comedian Jerry 
Lewis died today, here in Hollywood. The 
comedian was stricken while on the set of 
‘Cinderfella, the picture he was currently 
producing and starring in. The actor was 
ill since Tuesday, when he suffered a 
collapse on the set while doing a scene 
requiring him to run at top speed up a long 
staircase. The studio emergency squad was 
rushed in and the actor was revived and 
continued to work, but undoubtedly, the 
strain was more serious than reported. 
The actor succumbed today. He was only 
33 years old. 

Jerry looked around the room. “Fellas,” 
Jerry said. “You've got yourselves a scoop. 
The first exclusive interview with a talk- 
ing corpse.” 

Within ten minutes, Jerry gave his in- 
terview to KMPC newsman, Chet Cassel- 
man, and it was recorded and broadcast 
over disc jockey Dick Whittinghill’s KMPC 
program, less than forty-five minutes after 
the other local radio station aired the 
erroneous obituary. Tapes were sent all 
— the country. The interview went like 
this: 

“Jerry,” said Chet Casselman, “it’s good 
to hear your voice . . . and I'd like to have 
you point out the exaggerated reports of 
your death to our listeners. . . .” 

“Thank you, Chet,” Jerry answered. “I 
just want to say that there is no truth to 
the reports that I died . . . I know I'm alive 
because I can look at a mirror across the 
room and see me move... and breathe . 

I look bad . . . but not that bad . 

“Wonderful, Jerry ...I want to get this 
word out to _your millions of fans right 
away ... we're being swamped with calls 
here at KMPC News... .” 

“Well, Chet, I want to tell you for sure 
. that I just can’t die right now ... 
otherwise I'd have to release ‘Cinderfella’ 


as a two-reeler . . . I know I shouldn't 
joke about it . . . but the thing that really 
upsets me is that this is the third time 
I’ve been dead in the last two months... 
and I’m afraid that when I really go... 
nobody will care... !” 

“You couldn’t be more wrong .. . Take 
better care of yourself for a while now .. .” 

“Oh, I feel fine, Chet . . . just a little tired 
from all this .. .” 

“Dying takes a lot out of you,” Jer 
concluded as he finished the telephone 
recording, the press interview, the photo- 
graphs, the telephone calls and the hun- 
dreds of wires of condolences. “It’s a good 
thing it doesn’t happen often.” 


Te should have known something was 
going to happen, by the way that day 
had begun. The alarm clock didn’t go 

off until 4:30—that should have been an 
omen—then he got up and stubbed his toe 
and let out a shriek that woke up the baby. 
And by the time he reached the bathroom, 
to shower, nine-year-old Ronnie had al- 
ready locked himself in and was reciting 
“Gunga Din” under water. He banged on 
the door. Ronnie didn’t hear him but Gary, 
fourteen, did. Jerry’d been avoiding Gary 
for three days. He was not going to be 
talked into installing a fourth telephone. 
Gary was too young for a private telephone. 
He saw Gary coming down the hall to the 
other bathroom so to avoid telephone talk, 
Jerry slipped into the linen closet and sat 
on the floor, waiting till he passed. Gary 
must have seen him, though, otherwise why 
did he, at four o’clock in the morning, come 
in and sit on the floor of the linen closet, 
too? Jerry didn’t stop to ask him, but 
stumbled out, leaving Gary two telephone 
breaths behind. 

He was relieved when he got back to his 
room. There hadn’t been one word about 
a telephone, and he closed the door with 
a sigh. 

“Hi, Pop?” asked a voice from his bed. 
It was four-year-old Scottie; he was read- 
ing a picture magazine. Jerry finally got 
him out of the room, by reinstating Scottie’s 
TV privileges. They’d been taken away 
when he’d ganged up on Chris, two. 
Scottie’d promised he wouldn’t hit Chris 
with his mother’s good perfume. Later that 
morning, Patti called and told him that 
Scottie insisted this didn’t mean he couldn’t 
hit Chris at all! 

Leon Bennett, Jerry’s valet, had break- 
fast ready in his room, but by the time he 
sat down to eat, the orange juice was 
warm. If there was anything he hated it 
was warm orange juice, so he just picked 
on his egg and toast and left the house 
earlier than usual—at 5:15 instead of 5:30. 

It was still dark out, and the nine-mile 
ride from the house to the studio calmed 
his nerves. He enjoyed the drive. Leon 
was with him. Leon had been working for 
him for two-and-a-half years. He had six 
kids, one more than Jerry. They made 
small talk. Jerry usually drove and Leon 
usually rode to work with him. “It’s been 
about two years—two years and a half— 
that we’ve been doing this together,” he’d 
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said to Leon, feeling a little sentimental. 

Leon nodded and said, “You know, I was 
thinking the other day. I’ve learned one 
specific thing since working for you. One 
has to pass two tests. Namely, how long 
can you stay awake and how long can you 
go without food? After you’ve passed these 
two, anything else you give the job is a 
plus.” 

As he drove along, Jerry couldn’t figure 
out if that was a compliment or a gripe. 

When they arrived at the office on the 
lot, Rita was already there waiting with a 
hot cup of coffee and three hours of dicta- 
tion. Things had settled down. 

At nine, director Frank Tashlin called for 
the first take. “How should I greet you this 
morning?” he said with his usual fondness. 
“Should I pay you the deference due a 
producer, or should I treat you as the 
idiot?” 

“As though you had to ask.” Jerry 
flipped back. They went into the first scene. 
Then, around noontime, Rita came with the 
news. The rest of the day turned into a 
shambles. 

What he didn’t know then, but would 
find out much later, was that the rumors 
had made Patti’s and the children’s day a 
shambles, too. His family was hit hard. 
Particularly Patti... 


he was driving alone, on her way home 

from the market, when she turned on 

the car radio. The announcement was 
just being broadcast: “Jerry Lewis is re- 
ported to have died suddenly.” She didn’t 
know how, but she managed to stop the car 
without an accident, sitting there, stunned 
for about five minutes, before driving on to 
the nearest service station. From there, she 
called the studio. All the lines were tied 
up with calls. Jerry, in the meantime, was 
still trying to reach her—unsuccessfully— 
at home. By the time they got connected, 
Patti was hysterical. 

“What about the kids? Have they heard?” 
he asked her. She left the station and 
drove home, arriving just in time to get a 
call from Gary who was at school. 

“T’m calling from the principal’s office, 
Mom,” he explained. “When I was on the 
playground, I heard that Dad was dead. 
Is it true?” Patti quieted his fears. 

Ronnie didn’t say anything, but that 
night, when Jer came home from work, 
he kept following him around the house 
and clung to him without explaining why. 
Patti, who cooks most of their meals, had 
made him his special dish—lItalian-style 
chicken. Gary didn’t say a word about the 
telephone and Scottie, without being told, 
gave up his TV privileges and agreed that 
under no circumstances would he hit Chris 
again. 

“It was almost worth it all,” Jer kidded. 
The house was quiet; the dinner, serene. 
The kids even went to bed without being 
told. “I must have made heaven, Patti,” he 
said. 

When only he and Patti were left at the 
dinner table, he said, thinking of the 
thousands of wires and phone calls, “It’s 
a wonderful feeling to know that there are 
so many people who are concerned about 
us.” Then, almost an after-thought, he 
added: “But you know what? Now, when I 
do die, do you think anybody’ll believe it?” 

Patti just smiled, and blew out the 
candles on her side of the table. 

“Wow, what a day,” he said and blew out 
the candles nearest him. “Do you mind if I 
turn in early?” he asked, slumping down 
into his chair for a few seconds. “I’m dead.” 

“Jerry Lewis!” Patti screamed across the 
length of the table. Jerry jumped up. 

“What's the matter?” 

“Don’t you ever say that word again!” 

THE END 
DONT MISS JERRY IN PARAMOUNT'’S “VISIT 


TO A SMALL PLANET” AND IN “CINDERFELLA.” 
LISTEN TO HIM SING ON THE DECCA LABEL. 





HOLLY WOOD 


Continued from page 7 


in Hollywood, only it happened in N. Y. 

We’re wandering through Memory Lane, 
and a nice lane it can be when it’s on the 
M-G-M lot, near the fig tree outside of 
Greta Garbo’s old dressing room. After a 
day’s shooting, when Garbo was in a good 
mood, she’d reach up, grab a fig, and chew 
it as she climbed the wooden stairs to her 
room. You don’t see things like this these 
days because neither the fig tree nor Garbo 
are at M-G-M. (I wonder if Greta took the 
tree with her.) And along the Lane you 
could see Marlene Dietrich hiding her 
famous legs in men’s trousers. What a sen- 
sation Dietrich caused. She had her suits 
made especially for her by a prominent 
men’s tailor. A card in his shop window 
read: “Be a Well-Dressed Man, Wear a 
Suit Like Marlene Dietrich’s.” Then Holly- 
wood Boulevard was a place where you 
could bump into movie stars; a place where 
on a summer-hot December 25th, the 
streets were sprinkled with artificial snow 
to help the movie stars dream of a White 
Christmas. 

Hollywood was white, clean, small- 
screened and romantic. Clark Gable was 
romancing Carole Lombard; Tony Martin 
and Alice Faye were singing to each other; 
Robert Taylor and Barbara Stanwyck wore 
similar riding habits and little Mickey 
Rooney asked Ava Gardner to be his wife. 
Little did the Mick realize that Ava was to 
head a long list of wives. Ill always be 
fond of Rooney. He heads my list of favor- 
ite child actors. You can have all the others. 
Mick’s the only child star who was con- 
siderate enough not to outgrow me. 

I remember Zsa Zsa Gabor when she 
wasn’t a blonde as if it were yesterday. 
Maybe it was? . .. I remember The Troca- 
dero, the greatest of all Hollywood night 
clubs. Any night at the Troc you'd find the 
dance floor crowded with such couples as 
Tyrone Power and Janet Gaynor, George 
Raft and Virginia Pine, Lucille Ball and 
Alexander Hall, Marlene Dietrich and 
Douglas Fairbanks Jr., Joan Crawford and 
Franchot Tone, Jane Wyman and Ronald 
Reagan, Errol Flynn and, well you name 
them. . . . The Troc is now time-worn, 
termite-ridden and stands on the new Sun- 
set Strip, empty; just a ghost of yesterday. 

. There was a night club—Victor Hugo’s 
—in Beverly Hills, which is part of the 
night history of the town. Victor Hugo’s 
didn’t last long. Somehow they couldn’t 
make a go of it, although the attraction was 
Harry James and his Orchestra, featuring 
singer Frank Sinatra. But that was years 
ago, about the time Prince Mike Romanoff 
went into exile in Hollywood, giving the 
town, as Jimmy Cagney put it, its only 
honest phony. 

I remember, I remember young Bob Hope 
singing “Thanks for the Memory,” long be- 
fore he had a world-wide collection of 
memories. Jimmy Stewart was dating Ros- 
alind Russell. The three most popular 
movie stars were Snow White, Charlie 
McCarthy and Shirley Temple. A child, a 
cartoon, a dummy... . Billboards an- 
nounced that Simone Simone was an ac- 
tress who used the same name twice. A 
foreign diplomat visiting Hollywood asked, 
“What is a Lana Turner?” ... Yes, I 
remember all this and more. I remember 
F. Scott Fitzgerald before he had even one 
book written about him; when Myrna Loy 
was the perfect wife on the screen; and 
Clark Gable didn’t want to play Rhett 
Butler in “Gone With the Wind.” But 
best of all, I remember being told I should 
have been in Hollywood in the good old 
days. I’ve learned something I wish you 
could remember: The present is always the 
good old days. Wait and see. THE END 
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DIANE BAKER 


Continued from page 35 


or any other leg that was handy—and care- 
fully spread the carrots around the plate 
with my fork, so they wouldn’t lie there 
in a heap looking as though Id left them 
all. I never ate them. 

Food wasn’t the only thing I was stub- 
born about. I wouldn’t practice the piano 
either. Mom even tried tying me to the 
stool, but nothing worked. I’m kind of 
sorry now. There’s nothing as romantic 
as playing a piano by candlelight, espe- 
cially when you’re with the boy you like. 
I guess what I’m trying to say is that, 
looking back, I realize now how right my 
mom was about a lot of things and I wish 
I'd listened to her, but I guess everybody 
has to learn for themselves. 

I think I’m an adult now. Sometimes it 
seemed like it was going to take forever 
to be twenty-one and then suddenly I 
was. I’ve thought a lot about what I want 
from life and I guess—well, I’ve found 
what I think I want, but there are still 
times when I get confused and scared— 
terribly scared. Like the time I was sit- 
ting on a train—we were on a publicity 
tour—and although things seemed to be 
working out well around me, and every- 
thing was going smoothly, I found myself 
saying, “Be careful, Diane, this is it.” And 
I began to get filled with all kinds of 
fears—like maybe I have no talent. I got 
to thinking, on that train, that although 
some of us kids are getting by okay now, 
where will we be ten years from now? 
Will people say, “She looked promising 
but she didn’t move an inch?” The palms 
of my hands got clammy and I started 
working very hard after that. 


don’t know if I’m making myself clear. 

It’s like something inside that warns you. 

It’s like a conscience. At these times, I 
suddenly think I’m not really getting any 
place and that I have to start being some 
place. I realize that I’m worrying about 
material things when instead I need to get 
away from people—get back to my ballet 
classes—get some polish. I get that old 
feeling that I have a lot to learn. It’s just 
like Mom always told me. 

My trouble is that maybe I’m not really 
a worker. I tend to be lazy. I tend to let 
myself down and then feel terrible about 
it. That’s when I get those pangs and 
feel a need to start all over. You can’t 
waste time just thinking about what you 
want to do—you have to do it. People, 
today, spend too much time analyzing. You 
learn through trying. So, whether I’m 
doing a television show or making a movie, 
I try to throw myself right into it. 

I want to be a good actress. I don’t 
know if I have it in me to be great, al- 
though I’m never satisfied and I can look 
at my work objectively and see an awful 
lot of mistakes—and then improve them. 

I love making pictures. I love my life 
in Hollywood. When I’m free, I enjoy 
leaping into a pounding surf and feeling 
like I'm a part of the sea. I love beach 
parties where you play a ukulele and sing. 
I love the feel of warm sand, the tang of 
a good hot dog, the look of a healthy tan 
and a sun-burned nose. I love getting into 
my car at night, especially if I’m troubled, 
and driving down to Santa Monica or 
Malibu. I get some classical music on the 
radio, roll all the windows down for a 
good strong breeze, put my foot on the 
accelerator of my Hillman-Minx and I go! 

It’s my life, that car. It gives me such 
a wonderful sense of freedom. With it, I 
suddenly have wings. My mind races as 
0 the telephone poles fly by, like so many 


wooden soldiers in the moonlight. I have 
a favorite spot off Sunset Boulevard—a 
rock that juts out into the ocean. I often 
park there, leave the headlights on, and 
sit on my rock all alone. There, with the 
moonlight on the water, the breeze blow- 
ing in from the sea, the pounding of the 
surf, solutions to any problem I might have 
come to me. 

Maybe it’s a funny trait—liking to be 
alone. I’m not what you’d call a mixer or a 
party-goer. I can get along with people 
on a big scale, but I prefer to have just 
a few close friends. I don’t know if I can 
explain what I mean. Like on the lot at 
Twentieth, you greet everyone, hug them, 
ask them about their day, but then no one 
is possessive. No one holds on. You can 
go to your room any time you like and 
be alone. I like that. 


’m so lucky that Denny understands. Den- 
nis Powers is my dearest, closest friend. 
He’s a third-year student of political sci- 

ence at the University of Southern Cali- 
fornia. He’s also a very talented artist. 
Many of his paintings are hanging in my 
apartment. I adore them. He seems to 
present a spiritual story in everything he 
does. We met each other in high school; 
that was five years ago and long before 
I started acting. 
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I'll never forget how we met. It was 
a warm September day, the kind that 
makes you push damp strands of hair 
back from your forehead impatiently, and 
I was sitting at a table in the school 
cafeteria discussing a test that was com- 
ing up next period. I hadn’t studied for it 
and I was feeling rather dejected. I was 
wearing my yellow sweater and I kept 
toying with the strand of pearls around 
my neck. Suddenly, I was conscious of 
someone staring at me from across the 
room. I looked up from my chicken-salad 
sandwich and there was Denny—tall, good- 
looking, with strawberry colored hair. It 
was cut in a crew-cut and looked more 
like a Brillo pad than hair, but he was 
adorable. He had an honest look about him. 

For a week, all we did was sort of 
flirt across the room. The minute I’d enter 
the cafeteria, my eyes darted everywhere 
until they’d find him. I'd drop my books 
onto a chair and dash for the line at the 
steam table. Once, I was standing right 
behind him but we didn’t speak. He 
ordered clam chowder—which I can’t 
stand and I heard myself saying, “Clam 
chowder, please.” I forgot the butter for 
my rolls and he noticed! He put down his 
tray, right away, and got me a pat of 
butter, dropped it on the plate with my 
rolls, paid his check and joined his friends 
at their usual table. He was real casual, 
like this was the sort of thing he always 
did for dopey little girls who don’t know 
which side their bread is buttered. But I 
found out later that, that afternoon, he’d 
asked a mutual friend who I was. There 


was a school dance coming up, so I asked 
this same boy to ask Dennis if he’d like 
to go with me. His reply was, “I’d love 
to.” That night, after dinner, he phoned 
and we talked for hours. 

We had so much fun at the dance. All 
the other girls were so envious because 
Denny danced only with me. They all kind 
of fell for him ’cause he was so handsome. 
And when each dance ended, we'd go 
over to the table, at the far end of the 
dance floor, and drink punch. We had so 
much fun that night. 

We discovered that we both adored 
sports and that Denny was great at foot- 
ball and track. Besides going to all the 
school activities, he introduced me to ski- 
ing—even helped me choose my outfit 
piece by piece. I went to his skiing club 
and got in with a whole new crowd. 

I guess, at the time, I was a fairly 
normal teenager. I did my share of sit- 
ting around the drugstore sipping Cokes, 
flipping through movie magazines, dis- 
cussing boys and clothes. But, I confess, 
I had moods when I felt that something 
bigger and more exciting was going to 
happen to me and all this was kind of 
silly and unimportant. 


ometimes, I’d close myself in my room 
S at home, fling myself across the bed, 

turn the radio on, close my eyes and 
dream about New York—we lived way out 
in Laguna Beach, California. I’d see myself 
dancing in a big ballroom in a beautiful 
gown. I was always smiling, charming 
and poised—something I don’t feel I’ve 
really attained to this day. I longed to go 
to big Broadway theaters and see all the 
shows, hear an opera at the Met, visit the 
United Nations. Actually, I didn’t know 
too much about New York. It was just a 
dream place, but I was confident that I 
would go there one day and that my dream 
would be fulfilled. 

Denny was sweet and _ understanding 
when Id tell him about my dream. But 
he always brought me down to earth, 
speaking to me gently. I guess if my 
mother had told me, I wouldn’t have lis- 
tened, but when he said it, it seemed to 
make sense. We still enjoy the simplest 
things together. We go to coffee shops and 
sit and talk. We go to a neighborhood 
movie. We don’t dance much, but we 
like to drive in the car and listen to 
records. We both love classical music but 
we enjoy the Broadway show albums too, 
like “My Fair Lady” and “Sound of 
Music” and “Gypsy.” Recently, I took up 
sculpturing. I’ve been working on a head 
and Dennis often comes up to my apart- 
ment and helps me. Sometimes, he brings 
his college homework and studies while I 
sculpt—to music, of course. Giuseppe Di 
Stefano, the Met tenor,is my favorite singer. 
I don’t mean to sound stuffy or long hair. 
I enjoy the young pop singers, too, but I 
don’t get obsessed by them. Denny and I 
both like to read, too. Right now, I enjoy 
books on acting, and I adore letters—like 
Thomas Wolfe’s. You learn so much about 
people. You feel that you really know them. 

Sometimes, people ask me why I don’t 
go to many of the big parties. I guess 
it’s because my favorite kinds of parties 
are small, intimate ones, where everyone 
talks quietly together. And I like a mixed 
group that is interested in many different 
things. I’ve disliked a lot of big parties 
because I’ve found you can’t speak to 
everyone or even talk to any one person 
for very long. 

I love to cook. I really do. I have a 
new recipe for a tuna casserole that I’m 
dying to try. I adore making big salads 
with thousands of things. I cut up carrots, 
celery, onions and tomatoes like crazy. I’m 
mad for seasonings. I enjoy most foods, 
but hate caviar. Next to eating, I like 
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sleeping. I always have the windows open 
wide, no matter what the weather. I love 
the outdoor sounds. Especially the wind. 

I’ve always chosen my own clothes. I 
like simple dresses with full skirts. I can 
be quite content in a blouse and skirt, or 
a turtle-neck sweater, but I go to the 
other extreme, too. I love to dress up. 
In heels I feel ready for anything, but I 
like flats for comfort. I started wearing 
lipstick, very lightly, when I was thirteen. 
I still only use very little. I like hats— 
only on other people. Some girls wear 
them to add height. I don’t need to do 
this since I’m over five-foot-six (and 
weigh 118 pounds). I am rather indifferent 
to jewelry. I have a favorite necklace of 
pearls and antique gold that I always wear 
when I dress up, but my dearest posses- 
sion is an amethyst ring that belonged to 
my great-great-grandmother. It’s too large 
for me to wear and I’m not really supersti- 
tious but, somehow, I always carry it for 
luck, along with a silver dollar that was 
given to me when I was very young. 

Sometimes very young seems so long 
ago. And when I do remember those days, 
I get to thinking how I was born during 
the great Los Angeles flood and wondering 
if there’s any significance in it—because I 
love water. 


was a very positive person when I was 

little. Maybe stubborn or strong-willed 

are better words. Anyway, my mother 
tells how, when I was three, I had a tan- 
trum right on the ground floor of the May 
Company—that’s a big department store in 
Los Angeles. I kicked my heels and banged 
my head against the counter and the clerks 
and lady shoppers were horrified. My 
mother didn’t spank me or try to coax me 
out of it or anything. She just disappeared 
behind a post, warning everybody to leave 
me alone. When I finally realized she was 
gone I was frantic. I leaped up, wild-eyed, 
screaming, “Mommy! Mommy!” I was sob- 
bing so hard I could scarcely breathe. I 
thought I was lost, deserted, forsaken! 
Boy, I never did that again. My mother 
acted cleverly, I decided later. 

I was brought up with my two younger 
sisters, Patricia and Cheryl. We lived in 
a house in San Fernando Valley which had 
a big yard full of slides and swings and 
we had a boxer dog named King. Daddy’s 
an automobile dealer who was a former 
USC basketball and football player, and 
Mom was at Paramount for a while. She 
danced in the chorus of some of their big 
musicals and had bit parts in several 
Groucho Marx pictures. I think she looks 
just like Rita Hayworth. 

When I was eight, I joined a little neigh- 
borhood gang, all kids about my own age. 
We had a clubhouse of our own and we 
were quite exclusive. Sometimes we'd 
meet as early as seven in the morning. 
I can still hear those kids calling, “Diane!” 
in a stage whisper under the window of 
my bedroom so my mother wouldn’t hear. 
Then I'd sneak out a window and join 
them. 

I loved playing games and was forever 
writing letters to Santa Claus asking for 
more. I remember some of the kids and I 
went through what we later termed our 
“foreign intrigue” period, which consisted 
of skulking behind trees and hedges and 
lamp posts. The idea was to try to get 
through the block without being seen by 
an adult. Once, we collected all the old 
Christmas trees in the neighborhood and 
made them into a big city in my backyard, 
with forts and everything. I also loved 


roller-skating and playing volleyball but 
didn’t care much about dolls. 

Sometimes we kids put on shows in the 
backyard and charge a penny admission 
but I don’t remember any great burning 
desire to be an actress. 


My only great 
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teenage dream was to see New York, and 
that became a reality the summer I 
graduated from high school. 

It was my participation in a beauty con- 
test that finally brought me to New York. 
And it was all I hoped it would be. I re- 
member, one night, going to Radio City. 
For a while I just stood outside, admiring 
the skyscrapers with their thousands of 
sparkling eyes, set against the background 
of a black sky, looking like something 
straight out of Cinerama. Then I noticed 
two ballet dancers—at least, that’s what 
I think they were—coming out of the stage 
door of the Music Hall and walking briskly 
down the street, their feet turned out like 
twenty minutes to four. A mounted po- 
liceman looked down from his horse and 
smiled at them and suddenly I felt an 
overwhelming love for everything and 
everybody in the city. 

For two months, I stayed in New York, 
with Helen and Melvyn Douglas, friends 
of the family, and then I had to go back 
to the Coast—back to the University of 
Southern California where I had enrolled. 
There, I began to take drama lessons after 
class, with Estelle Harman, although I had 
many different hopes and desires at that 
point. One minute I was going to do some- 
thing in the religious field, the next in 
political science. I was, and still am, so 
interested in politics that I pay my own 
way to conventions and sometimes have 
my own seat. One year, I was one of the 
delegates at the California Federation of 
Democrats. I remember I got up and spoke. 
Boy, did that take courage! I was so afraid 
I'd make a fool of myself. Fear. I guess 
that’s one of my problems—with acting, 
with everything. I’m afraid. But I did 
speak. 

All this time, I missed New York terribly 
and my next vacation found me flying 
East again. New York had won me com- 
pletely. This time, I planned to stay much 
longer. I got a modeling job, took an 


apartment with Carla Hoffman, a hopeful 
young actress, and enrolled in ballet and 
dramatic classes. Life was exciting. Some- 
times Carla and I talked half the night 


about acting, plays, problems. And my 
interest grew. I'd tell her about my par- 
ents and how they wrote that they didn’t 
really want me to be an actress. I couldn’t 
blame them. I had never been consistent 
about anything. How could they be sure 
that this wasn’t just another whim? The 
career I was embarking on was costly, and 
I needed their financial help. They wanted 
me to finish college and do something 


WHO DO YOU WANT TO READ ABOUT? 


1 want to read stories about (list movie, TV or recording stars): 


Paste this ballot on a postcard and send it to Reader’s 
Poll, Box 1374, Grand Central Station, New York 17, N.Y. 


practical. I worried about that a lot. Was 
I really doing the right thing? My heart 
told me yes, but I’d continue to toss and 
turn in bed, at night, wondering about so 
many things. 

How do kids finally find their role in 
life? So many of us are so mixed up, so 
insecure. I’ve always been attracted to the 
insecure ones. They have no one to reach 
out to, to hold onto. I believe I have God, 
which is within myself, but those who 
have lost their faith need someone. 

There is a cult today known as beatniks. 
I think that I know what the word means 
but I can’t define it. These kids are 
criticized and satirized but, frankly, I think 
that they are doing more than some people 
with ordinary jobs. At least they are creat- 
ing. And they go in for deep discussions. 
They’re thinking. Many kids don’t know 
how to think any more. That word should 
be painted on every blackboard in every 
school—think! 


Ithough I loved visiting the United Na- 
tions, one of the most thrilling things 
about New York was the theater. I saw 

Julie Harris in “The Lark” on Broadway 
and then in the film “East of Eden.” I 
adored her. As a matter of fact, it was 
a scene I re-enacted from that very pic- 
ture months later, that resulted in my 
being signed by Buddy Adler for 
Twentieth Century-Fox. 

About three weeks after I’d seen “The 
Lark,” I saw the play “The Diary of Anne 
Frank.” And I thought how I would love 
to play Anne on the screen. I had a sort of 
a premonition about that picture. I 
couldn’t get it out of my mind. I just 
knew, somehow, that I was going to be 
in it. 

I remember sitting in the Stage Deli- 
catessen one rainy night, about this time of 
year, with a young doctor friend. I was 
eating a ham sandwich when suddenly I 
couldn’t stand it any longer—this feeling 
that something was about to happen. I put 
down my sandwich, pushed back my Coke, 
and announced, dramatically, “I’ve got to 
go back to the Coast!” 

My friend choked on a mouthful of cof- 
fee. “You don’t mean right now?” 

“Yes, tomorrow—tonight. As soon as 
possible!” I cried. When I’m excited my 
voice goes higher and I must have sounded 
like an LP set at the wrong speed. The 
doctor leaned across the table and touched 
my forehead with the back of his hand. 

“I’m not feverish, I feel fine!” I insisted. 
“I’ve just got to get back to Hollywood 
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to do ‘The Dairy of Anne Frank’!” Poor 
man, he must have really thought Id 
flipped my lid. 

But I did go back to the Coast and I did 
make “Diary.” I didn’t play Anne; Millie 
Perkins did that. But I did get the part of 
her sister. On the plane, going back, I 
had read that George Stevens was looking 
for someone and right there and then I 
wrote him a letter. It was the only letter, 
he told me later, that he got. Mine was a 
small role but I loved it. I was now in 
movies. I was on my way. 


i 8r today I’m scared and nervous when 
_) I make a picture and when I’m nervous 

it shows. I strain, become tense, I clench 
my hands. When I watched “The Killers” 
on TV—that was a show I taped—I was 
so tense I was hunched over. Bent double. 
I remember that while we were filming 
“Journey to the Center of the Earth,” Id 
always try to take a walk before we'd 
shoot—to calm down. Id try to get away 
from people. Some place where it was 
quiet, and maybe just sit. A good way to 
calm your nerves is to examine something 
closely. A flower or a book. You think, 
“Isn’t that interesting?” You examine the 
quality of it, the size of the type. Or you 
try to absorb yourself in an object. It 
takes you out of yourself. I learned this 
from reading about a form of Japanese 
religion known as Shinto. When the 
Japanese have guests, the head of the 
house will bring in something beautiful— 
perhaps a vase—and everyone sits and 
studies it and then they discuss it and, in 
this way, with no awkwardness or self- 
consciousness, they slowly begin to learn 
about one another. 

Most American teenagers wouldn’t use 
a vase to help them over a first meeting 
—unless it were full of popcorn! But they 
should try to learn to concentrate on the 
other person to take them out of them- 
selves. It isn’t easy but it’s worth a try. 

There are lots of things I wish others 
would try. Instead of depending so much 
on cocktails and tranquilizers, I wish peo- 
ple could have stimulating discussions— 
give love, and care what really happens to 
one another. 

I think it’s the people who think they 
know everything, who turn a deaf ear to 
others’ thoughts and opinions that cause 
all the stalemates in the world. I guess 
they just never grew up. Never learned 
to listen to their moms—to other people. 
Instead of pushing carrots around on their 
plates, they push people. Instead of having 
tantrums on the floor of the May Company, 
they have them on the floor of the U.N. 

And talking of listening to mothers, I 
thought I should mention that my parents 
and I are very close now. And I often wish 
it had been this way always. They’re so 
proud of me and they tell me so and it 
makes me feel all warm and glowing inside. 
Like recently, when I was in New York in 
December to help promote “Journey to the 
Center of the Earth,” which I made with 
James Mason and Pat Boone, my dad as- 
sured me he would take care of everything 
at the Hollywood end. I was in the midst 
of giving up my apartment, out there, and 
looking for a new one. Dad called me and 
said, “You just do what you have to do 
in New York and Mom and I will take care 
of things out here.” It made me feel good 
and . . . well—loved. As I hung up the 
phone, I wished I could have hugged Mom 
and Dad. I thought, “Maybe I’m really an 
adult now, like my parents.” My parents 
are so wise and understanding—that’s what 
I think really being an adult means. I guess 
they’ve always been that way but I didn’t 
really know it till now. Maybe it takes one 
adult to know another. THE EnpD 
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ELVIS PRESLEY 


Continued from page 21 


have plenty in common. It’s strange how 
you wonder about these things after so 
long. 

I want a quiet home-coming, like any 
other soldier . . . just a small get-together 
with my friends and family in Memphis. 
I don’t want any fuss or a brass band wait- 
ing for me. Other soldiers don’t get one, 
so why should I? 

I’m looking forward to seeing the street 
where I used to live . . . going to a neigh- 
borhood movie . . . understanding, again, 
what folks in the street are saying ... 
eating in my favorite restaurant .. . play- 
ing ball with the old gang again . . . even 
getting to know the new people who moved 
into our neighborhood while I was away... 
seeing all the many little things I remem- 
ber about my home ... and, of course, the 
usual Saturday night date. Yes, these are 
the things I’m looking forward to. 


Do I want to marry? I’m flooded with | 


letters from so many people asking me. 
Sure I do. 

People have said, “Don’t you think you 
could spoil your happiness by not getting 
married?” Well, I do want to marry ... 
but maybe not just yet. The reason why I 
don’t expect to get married right now is 
because I believe life would be too hard for 
two people in love. 

I’ve taken out many girls—fans too. Why 
shouldn’t I go out with fans if I like them 
individually? 

There have been many girls who’ve said 
to me, “If you can’t marry me now, I 
can’t wait for you.” I don’t think that’s 
the right attitude. If a girl can’t wait for 
you, you don’t want her anyway. Find a 
girl you love and want to marry and, if 
she really cares for you, she won’t want to 
hurt your career. That’s how I see it. I 
believe that if two people are really in 
love, they should marry, come what may. 
But when there are difficulties, a girl must 
be prepared to wait and understand. If a 
girl gets over-anxious and marries some- 
one else—it has happened to me—the only 
thing to say is: “Oh well, that’s how the 
ball bounces.” 

I took girls home to meet my mother be- 
cause she wanted to meet the people I 
liked. And the girls wanted to see how 
voung people lived in the Deep South. I 
don’t mind whether girls are redheads, 
blondes or brunettes as long as they are 
truly feminine. 

A boy once wrote to me saying that girls 
gave him a rough time and he wondered 
if it ever happened to me. Yes, it has—but 
a girl doesn’t want a man she can lead 
around by the ears. If the man makes it 
clear that he loves her, but not so much 
that he can’t get along without her, then 
he’s right. If a girl starts making excuses 
when I ring her for a date, I don’t bother 
any more. The more you try to get them to 
like you—the less they do. You can’t force 
love on anyone. I learned that a long 
time ago. 

I don’t like sophisticated girls who pre- 
tend to be something they aren’t. The girl 
I like looks up to me as a man, but I guess 
most guys feel like this, don’t they? 

Maybe it will feel strange, at first, when 
I take out a girl back home again. But, 
then, a lot of things feel strange after so 
long. But it’s good to be going home... 
I’m crossing the days off my calendar. 
I can’t wait. —ELVIS 


AFTER HIS RELEASE FROM SERVICE, ELVIS IS 
TO MAKE “G.I. BLUES” FOR PAR. BE SURE TO 
CATCH HIS OLD FILMS WHICH ARE BEING RE- 
RELEASED. HEAR ELVIS SING ON RCA VICTOR. 
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s. Let’s talk frankly about 
> internal 


cleanliness 


Day before yesterday, many women 
hesitated to talk about the douche 
even to their best friends, let alone to 
a doctor or druggist. 


Today, thank goodness, women are 
beginning to discuss these things freely 
and openly. But—even now—many 
women don’t realize what is involved 
in treating “the delicate zone.” 


They don’t ask. Nobody tells them. 
So they use homemade solutions 
which may not be completely effective, 
or kitchen-type antiseptics which may 
be harsh or inflammatory. 


It’s time to talk frankly about in- 
ternal cleanliness. Using anything that 
comes to hand . . .“working in the 
dark”. . . is practically a crime against 
yourself, in this modern day and age. 


Here are the facts: tissues in “the 
delicate zone” are very tender. Odors 
are very persistent. Your comfort and 


well-being demand a special prepara- 
tion for the douche. Today there is 
such a preparation. 

This preparation is far more effec- 
tive in antiseptic and germicidal action 
than. old-fashioned homemade solu- 
tions. It is far safer to delicate tissues 
than other liquid antiseptics for the 
douche. It cleanses, freshens, elimi- 
nates odor, guards against chafing, pro- 
motes confidence as nothing else can. 


This is modern woman’s way to 
internal cleanliness. It is the personal 
antiseptic for women, made specifi- 
cally for “the delicate zone.” It is 
called Zonite®. Complete instructions 
for use come in every package. In 
cases of persistent discharge, women 
are advised to see their doctors. 

Millions of women already consider 
Zonite as important a part of their 
grooming as their bath. You owe it 
to yourself to try Zonite soon, 
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JUSTINE AND BOB 


Continued from page 57 


thought she looked so pretty, whirling 
around in a cute blue cotton dress. He 
told her he’d also admired her soft, blond 
hair and big blue eyes. A little while later, 
he walked over and asked her to dance. 
He said it had taken courage—he hadn’t 
been sure what she’d say. 

She wanted to accept—to dance with him 
—but her dances, that day, had already 
been promised to another boy, one she’d 
been dancing with on the show for quite 
a few weeks. But he didn’t give up, she 
remembered, smiling to herself. He’d 
asked her the next show .. . and the 
next ... and finally she said, “Yes, I'd 
love to.” And she found he was fun and 
that they danced beautifully and easily 
together. In fact, they danced so beau- 
tifully that viewers started noticing them 
and looking out each day for them. 

It’s funny how things happen, some- 
times. It turned out they were practic- 
ally neighbors—she from Philadelphia and 
he from nearby Wilmington. Yet they 
had to go miles away to New York to 
meet. And that’s how it all began... 

Two weeks after their first meeting on 
the Bandstand, Bob asked her out. They 
didn’t do anything special—just wert to 
a neighborhood movie together. ‘Then, 
as they sat there watching the picture, she 
felt Bob take her hand and suddenly she 
knew she didn’t mind—not like she did 
with some boys. 

They were together constantly after that 
first date. It was summer and there was 
no school, so every day they’d go to the 
studio and dance, and, after the show, stop 
off at their favorite drugstore for a soda. 
They were so happy just being together. 

About a month later, Bob asked her to 
go steady. She didn’t say yes right away, 
she was afraid—she’d never gone steady 
with a boy before. But three weeks later 
she agreed and, on August 3, 1957—she’d 
always remember that date—Bob gave her 
a ring. 


t was a warm, clear summer’s day, with 

just a hint of a breeze in the air, and 

they decided to take a walk. They were 
strolling along, hand in hand, laughing 
and joking with each other, when sud- 
denly Bob edged Justine over toward a 
jewelry store window. 

“Look!” he said, pointing to a tray of 
rings. “Guess you'd like to have one 
of those one day?” 

“Oh—yes,” she sighed. “But I don’t 
expect I will until I’m much older.” 

“No?” he said, a curious smile spreading 
over his face as though he had a secret. 

And with that, he clutched her hand 
and pulled her into the store saying, “Go 
on, pick out any ring you want—any one!” 

She was so excited she couldn’t move 
or speak but was just able to move one 
finger enough to point to a gorgeous 
marcasite ring on the bottom shelf 
of the counter. Bob asked the assistant 
for the ring, and, as he carefully put it 
on her finger, she noticed his hand was 
shaking a little. And, at that moment, 
she quite clearly remembered wondering if 
they'd always be this happy. Then, 
when he kissed her, right in the middle 
of the store, the wonder turned to fright, 
an inexplicable, illogical fright. 

Her parents were very pleased about 
her decision to go steady. They liked 
Bob and welcomed him into their home. 
Soon, he began to go over there almost 
every day. He and Justine would sit 
around and talk or play records or even 
raid the refrigerator. Often, her mother 


would stay with them a while. She 
seemed to get along so well with Bob. 
Then, they’d go off to the show. Sometimes, 
though, Bob would ask Justine to his 
house because his folks liked her, too, 
and welcomed her there. 

Six months later, Bob gave Justine an- 
other ring—a nicer one, he said. It was 
a pearl ring with a tiny diamond on either 
side. She was radiant with happiness by 
this time and told Bob, one day, “It’s be- 
coming more and more like a wonderful 
dream.” The show had become something 
very, very special now, too. Letters poured 
in praising them. 

But then, one day, that dream ended 
—suddenly and without warning. That 
day, as soon as she opened the door for 
Bob, she knew something was terribly 
wrong. It was as though it were written 
all over his face; he looked so downcast. 

“What’s the matter, Bob?” she asked 
quietly, afraid of his answer. 

“Nothing .. . it’s nothing,” he shrugged. 

“Tell me,” she urged. “We’ve ; 
we've never had any secrets from each 
other. I want to know.” 

And so he told her. “There’s an illness 
in the family,” he explained, shuffling 
one foot nervously back and forth. “Tll 
have to spend all my time in Wilmington 
from now on ... to work . . . to help out.” 

And, as he spoke, the only thoughts 
that raced through her mind were .. . 
there'll be no more dancing with him on 
the show . . . no more sodas at the drug- 
store afterward .. . no more kids writ- 
ing, “We think you’re great. Keep up 
the good work .. .” 

“You stay with the show,” Bob was 
saying. “You'll find someone else to dance 
with. I know you will.” 

She didn’t answer, she just stood there, 
staring at him, not wanting to speak for 
fear she would start to cry. Finally, she 
blurted out, “No! I won’t stay with the 
show. I'll stay at home, too.” 


nd so, in October of ’58, Justine Cor- 
A relli and Bob Clayton disappeared 
Kids 
turned on their TV sets and waited— 


from the television screen. 
“Maybe they’re on _ vacation?” they 
thought—and waited some more. No Jus- 
tine. No Bob. Where did they go? What 
were they doing now? 

Bob was in Wilmington selling shoes. 
Justine got a job in Philly selling souve- 
nirs. But what mattered most was that, 
this way, they had time for each other 
... they could still be together. Sometimes 
they’d go to a neighborhood drugstore, 
put a dime in the juke box, and pretend 
they were back in New York with the 
Bandstand, dancing with the show, pre- 
tending that those who watched them, 
still loved them. Then they’d open their 
eyes and realize it was just a dream—a 
bad dream. 

But then the bad dream ended as abrupt- 
ly as the good one had. The sickness 
in Bob’s family became a thing of the past 
and, strangely enough, right around the 
same time they both received telephone 
calls which astounded them. Someone 
wanted them to make a record together 
—seemed the people who watched the 
show hadn’t forgotten them, they were 
clamoring for them to return. They could 
hardly believe their ears. But it was 
true. That “someone” was Silvio Scerbo 
of Fransil Records and he had a song 
for them—“Drive-in Movie.” 

After practicing together like mad, they 
finally cut the disc. 

“It isn’t awfully good,” Justine re- 
membered saying, when she first heard it. 

“Don’t worry,” Bob reassured her. “After 
all, it’s only our first. We have to start 
somewhere.” 

But the kids who’d been waiting for it, 


thought it was great. So great that almost 
as soon as it came out, agents and pro- 
ducers were hurrying to book tours for 
them, to have them appear at proms and 
benefits. 

So they began dancing together again 
... this time to their very own record. 

Justine’s mother always went along as 
chaperone, following them to Ohio, New 
York, Pennsylvania, New Jersey and 
Delaware. Life was like a fairy-tale. They 
had so much fun on the tours. 

Justine never forgot the time when her 
shoe fell off right in the middle of a dance 
and she had to dance in her stocking feet— 
right in front of hundreds of people. Yes, 
a lot of funny things happened to them... 
but they shared the fun—together. 


hen came the terrible night when they 
were appearing at a heart fund benefit. 
Out of nowhere, a rumor started. An 
ugly rumor. Just a few minutes before 
the performance was due to start, an eld- 
erly stranger walked up to Justine and 
said, “Why, you’re only a kid! How come 
your folks let you run around the coun- 
try with that guy? Don’t you know what 
everyone’s saying about you?” 

Justine stood there, not knowing what 
to say, choking back a lump which seemed 
to be welling up in her throat. Then, 
suddenly, not waiting to hear any more, 
she ran backstage to her dressing room, 
threw herself on the couch, crying. 

Then she felt an arm close around her 
and a soothing hand stroke her hair. 
“What’s the matter, honey?” a voice said. 
And she looked up and saw that her 
mother had sat down next to her. 

“A man...aman said I was...” she 
began and blurted out the whole story. 

Her mother kissed her gently and told 
her quietly, “If you know and I know 
that you’ve done nothing wrong, then 
that’s all that matters. The rumor will 
die down in time.” 

“No it won’t ...no it won’t,” she sobbed, 
and reached out for her mascot, a little 
bride-doll she always carried with her, 
and hugged it close to her. 

She tried not to let Bob see that any- 
thing was wrong, when she went on stage 
a few minutes later. But she could tell by 
the way he kept glancing at her that he 
sensed something. 

After the show, he came around to her 
dressing room. He found her sitting on 
a stool, hugging her doll, looking quite 
forlorn. He ran over to her and lifted 
her up from the stool, into his arms. 
“What’s wrong?” he said. “Tell me, Justine, 
tell me what happened.” 

And she told him. 

“Maybe we can get married. That will 
stop it,” he suggested. 

She looked up at him and her eyes 
were sparkling. “Yes, Bob. Yes .. .” 

Then, as they stood there, clinging to 
each other, the door opened and her 
mother walked in. 

“We're ... we’re going to get married,” 
Justine cried out. 

But her mother didn’t smile. In fact 
she looked very solemn and _ serious. 
“Come over here, both of you,” she said 
quietly. “I want to tell you something.” 

And, as they stood beside her, she said, 
“That’s wonderful. That’s really wonder- 
ful, but it’s no solution, because you’re 
too young—both of you. I like you, Bob, 
you know that . but wait a little 
longer, just go on dancing as you have 
been doing, and I know the rumor will 
die. And then, maybe one day you can 
get married.” 

“No.” cried Justine, and tears began to 
run down her cheeks. “I can’t keep tour- 
ing with people thinking things like that. 
It’s just not right. Please, Mama—take me 


” 








ws 3 ’ 


oe 6 li OP te OD 


1 


ll 


— 


1e 




















PHOTOPLAY FASHIONS 





Honest, you can dress 
like a movie star, too 





Simplicity Printed Patterns shown on pages 
42-45 are available at local stores everywhere, 
or, to order by mail, send money, size and pat- 
tern number to Simplicity Pattern Co., Inc., 


Dept. PH, 200 Madison Ave., New York 16, N.Y. 


The Bolero Simplicity 3357; Junior Misses 
and Misses’ sizes 11-18, 60¢. Crestwood, 5079- 
69-89, 100% wool, 54” wide. 


The Overskirt Simplicity 3262: Junior 
Misses’ and Misses’ sizes 11-18, 60¢. Dress: 
Stoffel organdy, Qual. 252, white, 35/36” wide. 
Overskirt: Stoffel cotton batiste, Qual. 4109, black, 
39” wide. 


The Tunie Simplicity 3349; Junior Misses’ 
and Misses’ sizes 11-18, 60¢. Andover, Sharkskin 
Prints, Patt. 738, H. 41/42” wide. 


The Blouson Simplicity 2896; Junior Misses’ 
and Misses’ sizes 11-18, 50¢. Heller Jersey, “Ora- 
cle,’”’?’ white—80% Orlon/20% wool, 52/54” wide. 


ACCESSORIES 
The following merchandise shown on pages 42 
to 45 can be purchased at most better stores 


across the country. For further buying infor- 
mation, write the addresses listed below: 


The Bolero: 


ON sccammuios tite ee team e’ Madecaps. 
28 West 39th Street. New York. N. Y. 

EN oe ten see oe ee Wear-Right, 
244 Madison Ave., New York. N. Y. 

WS, -édindikwiee cane ee ee on on oe Calderon, 
389 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. 

MO rg rh eak an accuine cere Coro, 


417 West 34th Street, New York, N. Y. 


The Overskirt: 


MIE Sas cu cauiweaabcomanenksd Ben Berger, 
244 Madison Ave., New York, N. Y. 
PPE AE AN eer! Accessocraft, 

389 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. 
BGs ons soccer Eugenie Buchner, 


347 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. 


JEWELRY 


The Tunie: 


ate Pe Ae ae a ae Wear-Right, 
244 Madison Ave., New York, N. Y. 
WEE © pcs cckcenedeseeuwsawunbaiwee Cadoro, 


389 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. 


The Blouson: 


I ord nae biseiack dk Ge ar piatere Roger Van S.. 
10 West 32nd Street. New York, N. Y. 


CS se dwvasttisietnesvexcawiees Ben Berger. 
244 Madison Ave... New York, N. Y. 
DIE? oiin eh cave awe ena tae Richelieu, 


393 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. 








‘home right away. I want to go home.” 
| And so they went home. 

But going home didn’t solve the prob- 
lem. Justine’s a shy, sweet girl who can 
be easily hurt and she refused to have 
anything more to do with the tour, the 
record, or even the Bandstand. Bob took 
the opposite attitude. He shrugged the 
whole thing off, saying it was just a silly 
rumor that would fade with the wind. But 
she couldn’t forget. She finally reached 
|a point where she was so miserable, she 
told Bob not to come over to the house 
any more. She didn’t want to see him— 
ever again. She wouldn’t even talk to him 
on the telephone. Somehow, she felt, he 
never would understand how hurt and 
humiliated she was. Maybe a boy can’t 
understand these things. 

And so they parted. 

Then Photoplay heard about their sep- 
aration and decided to do something about 
it. We found out it was soon to be 
Justine’s seventeenth birthday and that 
her mother was planning a party, inviting 
all of Justine’s close friends. Immediately, 
we called Mrs. Correlli and asked if Pho- 
toplay might attend, since we were plan- 
ning a special surprise for Justine. 

“I'd love to have you,” came the reply. 
“And don’t forget .. . it’s Friday at nine 
o'clock.” 

Friday came... 

Justine was so nervous (even though 
she knew nothing about the surprise). In 
fifteen minutes, she thought, they’ll all 
be here—all her friends. Was her hair 
in place? Lipstick on? Seams straight? 
She ran down to the living room to 
make sure everything was ready. As she 
sat on the floor, hunting through her 
records, trying to make a selection, she 
came across “Drive-In Movie.” A little 
pang went through her heart and she 
couldn’t resist the temptation of placing it 
on the turntable. “No, I mustn’t think 
about Bob now,” she told herself firmly. “I 
can’t be miserable on my birthday—it’s 
not fair to Mom or my friends.” 

But, as she sat listening to the record, 
she just couldn’t think of anything else 

. anything except Bob and the show 
and all their wonderful times together. 
Nothing, she was sure, would ever be 
the same. 
|. Suddenly the doorbell rang, interrupting 
| her thoughts. “Golly, it’s nine o’clock al- 
ready!” she cried. “Have I been sitting 
here that long?” She jumped up, shut 
off the record player and, taking a fast 
| peek in the mirror, to make sure she 
looked all right, she ran to the door. Be- 
| fore she could even open it, all her friends 
were chorusing, “Happy Birthday!” And, 
one by one, they filed into the living 
room, piling all the gifts on the desk 
chair. 

She became so busy, started to have 
such fun, that she didn’t hear the door- 
bell ring until her mother, who was pre- 
paring more food in the kitchen, called 
out, “Open the door, Justine. Someone 
keeps ringing.” 

She still didn’t know about her Photo- 
play surprise. 

And, as she went to the door, she won- 
dered who it could be. “I’m sure every- 
one’s here.” she thought to herself. 

Then, when she opened the door, she 
just stood there, dumfounded, unable 
to say a word. There, with a Photoplay 
_ escort, stood Bob Clayton. She couldn’t 
| believe her eyes. She gave herself a 
| little pinch to make sure she wasn’t 
|dreaming. And Bob laughed. Then he 
walked in, kissed her very gently on the 
cheek and handed her the gift he’d brought. 

“This really is a happy birthday for me 
| now,” Justine whispered, as she squeezed 
| Bob’s hand tightly and led him into the 
| living room. THE END | 
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WAIST-IN 
Gently yet firmly will whittle your 
waist. Tuck in tummy too. White 


breathable feathernap — adjustable 
supporters. Sizes 22-36, $2.95. 





get more out of life— 


go out toa 


movie 


What’s on tonight? 
You’ve got to go out 
to see the best! Look for 
these new pictures 


at your favorite theater 


Suddenly, Last Summer COLUMBIA 

If you enjoy shivering at the movies, but the regulation 
kind of chiller seems a little bit childish, then here’s a high- 
brow horror picture for you. Its monster looks like a bright, 
charming blue-blooded lady, but the way Katharine Hepburn 
plays her she’s a monster for sure. Or maybe you belong to 
the “Liz Taylor can’t act” school? Then you'll be surprised 
at the emotional power Liz puts into another traditional hor- 
ror-movie character, the heroine who is in terrible danger 
and who has been put into a mental hospital because she 
insists on telling a fantastic story about the death of Kath- 
arine’s son. Now we need a hero to try rescuing the girl— 
Liz—and this is Montgomery Clift. a neuro-surgeon who 
isn’t so sure his beautiful patient is insane (at left, top). Both 
the stars and the director, Joseph L. Mankiewicz, have a very 
difficult job in adapting this Tennessee Williams play, but do 
it well. The real climax—and it’s a shocker—is the story of 
what really happened last summer. It must be brought out 
in talk, and that throws the burden on the two leading ac- 
tresses. Liz bears up nobly, though she isn’t quite in Katie’s 
league. 


ADULT 


’ 7 20TH: CINEMASCOPE, 
Journey to the Center of the Earth DE LUXE COLOR 


The delightful adventure yarns of Jules Verne. the science- 
fiction pioneer, make wonderful movie material and this one. 
done in the same tongue-in-cheek. all-in-fun manner as 
“Around the World in 80 Days.” is fun. In fact, James 
Mason, Pat Boone and their fellow adventurers are the only 
people likely to be completely serious about their expedition. 
The 19th-Century atmosphere is kept up very properly and 
quaintly while the geology professor and his earnest young 
student get ready for their junket down the crater of an 
extinct volcano and through the earth’s insides. Yes, there 
are four songs for Pat. and there’s a love interest for each 
hero. Diane Baker’s the sweet. pert girl Pat leaves behind. 
and Arlene Dahl’s the sprightly Scandinavian lady who in- 
sists on going along. And you can’t blame her. considering 
all the excitement we find. The settings are really wild!— 
caves, tunnels, rivers, even an underground ocean. — yamuy 


Who Was That Lady? COLUMBIA 
Probably no husband, who was caught kissing the wrong 
lady, ever offered his wife such a crazy explanation as the 
one Tony Curtis gives Janet Leigh. But then. the results of 
the family fight usually aren’t as funny as all the excitement 
that Tony’s fib gets him into. To do him justice. it’s actu- 
ally his over-imaginative pal, Dean Martin (at left, bottom. 
with Tony and Janet). who dreams up the story that Tony 
isn’t merely an assistant professor at Columbia University 
in New York; he’s an undercover agent for the F.B.L! It’s a 
pleasure to see how Tony’s all-around talents blossom with 
each picture he makes. He has really turned into a sharp 
comedian. But Janet keeps step with him nicely. And the 
movie figures that it has license—the genuine Curtis mar- 
riage license, that is—to make the love scenes extra-warm. 
FAMILY 





Our Man in Havana 


COLU MBIA; 
CINEMASCOPE 


Now it’s spy melodramas that are in 
for some kidding, and here’s a cast of 
real experts to do the job. Alec Guinness 
is head man, a mild English salesman 
with a modest job in Cuba and a teen- 
aged daughter (Jo Morrow) to support. 
So he agrees to work for the British Se- 
cret Service—a madly inefficient outfit, 
according to this movie. Noel Coward is 
hilariously dead-pan as the agent who 
hires Alec, and Ernie Kovacs is a howl. 
But the picture just hasn’t the sock you'd 


expect, what with that cast. raMnY 


The Bridal Path KINGSLEY-UNION 

A couple of years back, husky and 
good-looking Bill Travers made a hit in 
“Wee Geordie.” he follows 
through in another British comedy with 
a Scottish setting. On the island where 
farmer Bill lives, eligible girls are scarce, 


and now 


but his wife-hunting expedition on the 
mainland brings him nothing but trou- 
ble, with the whole police force after 
him. Any time the story starts trying too 
hard for its laughs, you can always look 
at the backgrounds. The islands and 
Highlands of Scotland are perfectly 
beautiful, in a wild sort of way. rammy 


The Gene Krupa Story COLUMBIA 

Chief points of interest in this 
biography-with-music are: (1) plenty of 
lively jazz, mostly swing or Chicago 
style; (2) a chance to check up on young 
players’ progress. Nothing sensational is 
done with the familiar obscurity-success- 


disaster-comeback plot. Acting away 
earnestly, Sal Mineo looks more mature 
than ever before—but still not old 


enough for this tough role. Jimmy Dar- 
ren comes off better, drawing your sym- 
pathy as the ever-loyal pal, and we won- 
dered why Susan Kohner didn’t give up 


on Mineo and settle for Darren. anutr 


The Bramble Bush WARNERS 

Tsk-tsk—those naughty New England 
towns! Doctor Richard Burton’s pretty 
seaside home town is a statistical marvel. 
In just a few weeks, he encounters: 
abortion, adultery, alcoholism, barbit- 
urates addiction, blackmail, dirty photo- 
graphs, illegitimacy, mercy killing . . . 
well, maybe we skipped a few. This beats 


the “Peyton Place” record in quantity— | 


but not quality. Barbara Rush and Tom 
Drake, Angie Dickinson and Jack Car- 
son are mixed up in things, too. ADULT 


Jack the Ripper 


PARAMOUNT 


An old horror-movie pal is back again | 
—the mysterious fiend who actually did | 


prowl around London in the 1880's, 
carving up fancy ladies. While this ver- 
sion of the familiar old story is clumsy 
and amateurish in places, it does offer 
lots of blooood and some nice, creepy 
gaslight-era atmosphere. We found Lee 
Patterson an attractive newcomer, even 
though he has to play the part of a New 
York cop and is dragged into things 


rather implausibly. ADULT 


TECHNIRAMA, 
TECHNICOLOR 


When you see that title. you take it 
for granted that the big screen’s going 
to be jammed with color and action, ro- 


Solomon and Sheba &-*-: 


mance and religious sentiment. And 
you're not disappointed, either in the 
battle between the Israelites and the 
Egyptians, or in the love scenes between 
Yul Brynner and Gina Lollobrigida. 
Yul, who stepped into the role of King 
Solomon after Tyrone Power’s death, is 
one of the few actors who looks right at 
home in costume. And Gina—wow! aputr 


Behind The Great Wall CONTINENTAL: 


TOTALSCOPE, DE LUXE COLOR, 
AROMARAMA 


On a fascinating trip to China, you see 


more than just scenery, though most of | 
that is breath-taking. Without going in | 


for political comments, the movie looks 


into the lives of the people and points | 
out the contrast between the old ways | 


and the new spirit of Red China. The 
AromaRama process, wafting different 
smells through the theater, doesn’t real- 


ly contribute very much. FAMILY 


The Gazebo M-G-M; CINEMASCOPE 

Murder-suspense tales take a gentle 
ribbing in this rattle-brained farce, all 
about a nervous TV writer-director with 
a killing on his conscience—and a body 
buried in his backyard. As our frenzied 


hero, Glenn Ford happily teams up | 


again with Debbie Reynolds. She’s the 


wife whose good name was _threat- | 


(Continued ) 
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A DOCTOR’S FRANK 
ANSWERS ABOUT 


LOVE 
an 
MARRIAGE 


There are some questions a woman can’t dis- 
cuss with anyone. They’re too intimate. There 
are some questions she can’t put into words. 
They’re too delicate. And, there are some she 
may be afraid to ask. Yet, her happiness, the 
happiness of her marriage and family may 
depend upon whether she gets the answers 
she so desperately needs. 


If you are one of the millions of wives bur- 
dened with the unanswered question, the 
unresolved problem, you will find welcome 
help in THE MODERN BOOK OF MAR- 
RIAGE. From the case files of thousands of 
troubled couples who have come to her office, 
Dr. Lena Levine has drawn upon the most 
pressing problems of modern marriage for 
this book. It is truly a hope chest of sound, 
sympathetic, practical advice by a practicing 
psychiatrist and marriage counselor. 


ANSWERS TO BRIDES' 
MOST INTIMATE QUESTIONS 


Dr. Levine has not neglected the bride in her 
very helpful book. Included in this volume 
are the most frequent questions brides have 
asked in groups and individual discussions. 
They are typical of the questions brides every- 

where would 

like to ask and 


have answered 


& PRACTICAL GUioe 
O manta; HAPPINESS 


as a vital means 
for helping 
them toward a 
successful mar- 
riage. 


Only $1.00 


Whether you 
are married or 
i are getting 
ta.9. } married, you 

need this great, 
new guidebook. 


AT ALL BOOKSTORES— 
OR MAIL THIS COUPON NOW 





#: 
Lana Ley; me, 





Sian a 


BARTHOLOMEW HOUSE, INC., Dept. WG-360 
205 East 42 St., New York 17, N. Y. 


! 
Send me a copy of THE MODERN BOOK OF ; 
MARRIAGE. I enclose (J $1.00 paperbound, 

| 
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CASTS 


OF CURRENT PICTURES 


BRAMBLE BUSH, THE—Warners. Directed 
by Daniel Petrie: Guy, Richard Burton; Mar, 
Barbara Rush; Bert, Jack Carson; Fran 
Dickinson; Stew Schaeffer, James Dunn; Paree) 
Welk, Henry Jones; Larry, Tom Drake; Dr. Kel 
sey, Frank Conroy; Sam Mclie, Carl Benton 
Reid. 


AANA IE 


BRIDAL PATH, THE—Kingsley-U nion Di- 
rected by Frank Launder: Ewan McEwan, Bill 
lravers; Aatie, Fiona Clyne; Siona, Bernadette 
O'Farrell; /sobel, Dilys Laye; Sergeant Bruce, 
George Cole; Constable Alec, Gordon Jackson; 
Neil, Vincent Winter; Airsty, Elizabeth Camp 
bell. 


CASH McCALl Warners. Directed by 
Pevney: Cash McCall, James Garner; Lo ; 
ten, Natalie Wood; Maude Kennard, Nina Foch; 
Grant Austen, Dean Jagger; Winst Conway 

G. Marshall; Gil Clark, Henry Jones; Will 
Atherson, Otto Kruger; General Danver 
land Winters; Harrison Glenn, Edward ¢ 


Jose ph 
| 


s, Ro 
Platt. 
GAZEBO, THI M-G-M 
Marshall: Elliott Nash, Glenn Ford; Nell Nash, 
Debbie Reynolds; Harlow Ldisou, Carl Reiner; 
Vatilda, Doro Merande: Mr. Thorpe, John Me- 
Giver; Mrs. Chandler, Mabel Albertson 


Directed by George 


GENE KRUPA STORY THi1 
rected by Don Weis: Gene Arupa, Sal Mineo; 
Eddie Sirota, James Darren; Ethel Maguire 
Susan Kohner; Gloria Corregio, Yvonne Craig; 
Dorissa Dineli, Susan Oliver: Gene Father 
John Bleifer; Gene's Mother, Celia Lovsky; Red 
Nichols, Himself; Tommy Dorsey, Bobby Troup 


Columbia. Di 


TACK THE RIPPER—-Paramount. Directed by 
Robert Baker and Monty Berman: Sam Low? 
Lee Patterson; /uspector O'Neill 
Ai ie Ford 
Ewen Solon; Lr Tranter, 
Kitty Knowles, Barbara Burke 


Eddie Byrne; 
Betty McDowall; Sir David Rogers, 
John le Mesurier; 


JOURNEY TO THI CENTEI Ol THI 
EARTH—20th. Directed by Henry Levin: Sir 
Oliver Lindenbrook, James Mason; Alec Me 
Ewen, Pat Boone; Jen Baker; Vrs 
Goeteborg, Arlene Dahl; Peter Ronson; 
Count Saknussem, Thayer David; Prof. Goete 
bora, lvan Triesault; Sakuussem’s Groom, Robert 


Adler. 


NEVER SO FEW M-G-M. Directed by 
Sturges: Capt. Tom Reyuolds, Frank 
Carla Vesari, Gina Lollobrigida; Caf Gre 

Travis, Peter Lawford: Bill Ringa, Steve Me 

Queen; Capt. Danny De Mortimer, Richard John 
son; Nikko Regas, Paul Henreid; Gen. Sloa 

Brian Donlevy; Sgt. Jim Norb Dean Jones; 
Sat. Jokn Danforth, Charles Bronson; Nautauna, 
Philip Ahn; Col. Fred Parkson, Robert Bray 

Margaret Fitch, Kipp Hamilton; Col. Reed, John 
Hoyt; Capt. Alofson, Whit Bissell; Mike Island, 
Richard Lupino; Billingsly, Aki Aleong 


John 


sinatra 


OUR MAN IN HAV AN A—Columbia. Directed 
by Carol Reed: James Wormold, Alec Guinness; 
Villy, Jo Morrow; Hawthorne, Noel 
Dr. Hasselbacher, Burl Ives; 
Ernie Kovacs: ‘‘( 
Maureen O'Hara 


Coward; 
Captat Sequra, 
Ralph Richardson; Beatrice, 


SOLOMON 
King Vidor 


Ouecn of 


AND SHEBA-—-U.A 
Solomon Yul 
Sheba 
Sanders; 


Directed by 

srynner; Magda 

Lollobrigida; Adonijah, 
Marisa Pavan 


(rina 
George Abishag 
STORY ON PAGE ONE, THE-—-20th. Directed 
by Clifford Odets: Jo Morris, Rita Hayworth; 
Larry Ellis, Gig Young; Victor Santini, Anthony 
Franciosa; Edward Ritter, Biff Elliot; Mrs. 
Brown, Katherine Squire; Mrs. Ellis, Mildred 
Dunnock; Mike Morris, Al Ryder; Avis, Carol 
Seflinger; Stanley, Sanford Meisner: Nordau 
Robert Burton; Alice, Myrna Fahey; Juda 
Carey, Raymond Greenleaf; Juda Veilsen, 
Hugh Griffith; Detective Kelly fom Greenway; 
Morrie Goetz, Leo Penn 


SUDDENLY, LAST SUMMER 
rected by Joseph L. Mankiewicz: Catherine Hol 
ly, Elizabeth Taylor Vrs. Venable, Katharine 
Hepburn; Dr. Cukrowicz, Montgomery Clift: D» 
Hockstader, Albert Dekker Vrs. Holl Merce 
des McCambridge; George Holly, Gary Ray | 


Mona. 


M-G-M. Di 


TIGER BAY-—Continental. Directed by J. Lee 
Thompson: Superintendent Graham, John Mills; 
Korchinsky Horst Buchholz; Gillie Hayley 
Mills; Anya, Yvonne Mitchell Mrs. Philips, 
Megs Jenkins; Christine, Shari 


WHO WAS THAT LADY Columbia 
rected by George Sidney: David Wilsos 
Curtis: Michael Haney, Dean Martin 

son, Janet Leigh; Harry Powell James 

more; Bob Doyle, John MelIntire; Gleria Co 
tarbara Nichols: Parker Larry 

Orenov, Larry Storch; Belka, Simon Oakland; 
Florence Coogle, Joi Lansing; Tattoo Artist, 
Snub Pollard. 


| MOVIES 





Continued 


ened by the dead blackmailer. And it’s 
her idea to put the little pavilion (yep, 
that’s the gazebo) in the backyard. The 
story was on the stage first, so you might 
find it a little gabby, but it’s good for a 
bunch of laughs, too. FAMILY 
Tiger Bay CONTINENTAL 

When it comes to suspense, nobody 
can beat the British, if they really set 
their minds to it. So, go out of your way 
to see this tingling item. Hayley Mills is 
completely unself-conscious and utterly 
charming as the eleven-year-old tomboy 
of Tiger Bay. a waterfront slum section 
in Wales. Through tricky but still be- 
lievable plot twists, she becomes the 
loyal friend of a wanted murderer. He's 
Horst Buchholz, brooding and _ intense 
in the Brando-Newman-Dean manner, 
but handsomer than all three. As a baffled 
police superintendent, John Mills has an 
awful time wringing the truth out of his 


real-life daughter. FAMILY 


The Story on Page One cixen fone 

Realistic writing (by Clifford Odets, 
who doubles as director) and several 
good performances make this a rousing 
courtroom drama. Rita Hayworth, who’s 
forgotten all about being exotic, is fine 
as a housewife accused of killing her 
husband. Gig Young cuts out his usual 
comedy to do a sympathetic job as 
Rita’s lover and co-defendant, and An- 
thony Franciosa’s the young lawyer who 
takes on their seemingly hopeless case. 
But the character you'll remember (and 
enjoy hating) is Mildred Dunnock, as 
Gig’s mother. Like Katharine Hepburn 


in “Suddenly, Last Summer,” she acts 
very genteel and devoted, yet Tony de- 
scribes her quite accurately as a “mon- 


ster. © ADULT 


Never So Few snuns, tae 

In spite of some grim details, Frank 
Sinatra gives us a pretty romantic pic- 
ture of modern warfare, while he’s 
swashbuckling around the Burma jun- 
gle with a lot of colorful pals, including 
left) 


doesn’t exactly seem to be a very good 


( below, Gina Lollobrigida, who 
girl. Frank’s the tough commander of 
an American-British-Burmese guerrilla 
force that’s outnumbered by the better- 
equipped Japanese. Taking time out 
from his TV-western chores, Steve Mc- 
Queen makes a nice impression as a 
sassy jeep-driver who thinks the army’s 
a breeze after life in Brooklyn. And 
Dean Jones, when he’s not hiding be- 


hind specs, is downright handsome. avutr 


Cash McCall 

Maybe it seems a long way from the 
Old West to Wall Street, but James 
Garner makes the jump with no trouble 


WARNERS; TECHNICOLOR 


at all. To average moviegoers, big busi- 
ness deals and stock-juggling might get 
kind of dull. so Jim and the movie-mak- 
ers have shrewdly tried to play it light. 
In fact. Cash looks remarkably like a 
modern-dress Brett Maverick, aiming to 
get rich without working. Decorative 
Natalie Wood gives Jim (below, right) 
an extra incentive for his schemes, but 
jealous Nina Foch isn’t going to let ro- 
mance bloom. She has designs of her 
own on the famous young tycoon. rammny 


















































For fuller reviews see Photoplay for the months 
indicated. For full reviews this month, see 
page 76. (A—ADULT F—FAMILY) 


BELOVED INFIDEL—20th; CinemaScope, De 
Luxe Color: Cast as novelist F. Scoti Fitzgerald 
and columnist Sheilah Graham, Gregory Peck 
and Deborah Kerr are most touching when the 
film becomes just a simple story of a girl who 
loves a drunk. Greg’s fine! (A) February 


BEN-HUR—M-G-M; Camera 65, Technicolor: 
This epic of Roman imperialism, Jewish pa- 
triotism and Christianity’s beginnings is the 
best of the big pictures about Bible days. Charl- 
ton Heston and Haya Harareet as Judeans, 
Stephen Boyd and Jack Hawkins as Romans 
stand out in a story that has not only historic 
excitement but ageless emotions and ideas. 


(F) February 


FLYING FONTAINES, THE—Columbia: New 
young players Michael Callan, Evy Norlund 
and Rian Garrick brighten a mild cireus yarn, 
all about the tangled love lives of the boys and 
girls on the flying trapeze. (F) February 


HAPPY ANNIVERSARY—U.A.: David Niv- 
en’s hilarious as a fanatical TV-hater, but the 
chief joke of this thin comedy is less funny, as 
he endangers his twelve-year marriage to Mitzi 
Gaynor by bzbbling about thei: courtship. 
(A) January 


HOUND-DOG MAN—20th; CinemaScope, De 
Luxe Color: Easygoing, country-style story in- 
troduces Fabian to films, as a hero-worshipper. 
Carol Lynley thinks she can get Fabe’s idol, 
footloose Stuart Whitman, to settle down. Dodie 
Stevens is Fabe’s gal. (F) December 


HOUSE OF THE SEVEN HAWKS, THE— 
M-G-M: Real Dutch backgrounds make the 
mysterious goings-on extra interesting. As a 
tough American adventurer, Robert Taylor 
is on the prowl for lost Nazi loot. (F) January 


JAYEAWKERS, THE—Paramount; VistaVi- 
sion, Technicolor: Pre-Civil War western finds 
Jeff Chandler plotting to be king of Kansas, 
with Fess Parker’s help. The action bogs down 
in too many gabfests. (F) December 


LAST ANGRY MAN, THE—Columbia: Excel- 
lent, faithful version of the best-seller. Paul 
Muni’s just right as the old doctor in a Brook- 
lyn slum. So’s David Wayne as a producer who 
wants to put Muni on TV. (F) December 


LV’'L ABNER—Paramount; VistaVision, Tech- 
nicolor: Big, bouncy musical, done with lots 
of style and color, brings you that crazy 
gang from Dogpatch. Some are strictly from 
comicsville; some are real good-looking—like 
Peter Palmer, Leslie Parrish, Julie Newmar. 
(F) January 


MIRACLE, THE— Warners; Technirama, Tech- 
nicolor: Sweeping romance of 19th Century 
Spain gives Carroll Baker a dream role as 
a postulant who leaves the convent, finds 
adventure—and men. The part calls for an 
old-fashioned glamour queen. Carroll isn’t. (F) 

January 


MOUSE THAT ROARED, THE—Columbia, 
Eastman Color: Why would a tiny (imaginary) 
European country declare war on the U. S.? 
The answer’s full of fun. Peter Sellers juggles 
three roles, one of them opposite Jean Seberg, 
who’s a pretty American. (F) December 


NOW PLAYING 


ODDS AGAINST TOMORROW—U.A.: In this 
skillfully made but routinely plotted thriller, 
Harry Belafonte. Robert Ryan, Ed Begley lend 
excitement to the story of a bank robbery bun- 


gled through race prejudice. (A) December 


ON THE BEACH—U.A.: Frighteningly real- 
istic picture of 1964, intended to scare us into 
thinking—and action. In Australia, Ava Gard- 
ner, Gregory Peck, Fred Astaire, Tony Perkins, 
Donna Anderson await the radio-active doom 
that’s hit everyone else. (F) January 


1001 ARABIAN NIGHTS—UPA, Columbia; 
Technicolor: Pleasing, if too talky, cartoon 
feature finds Magoo in old Bagdad. Jim Backus 
provides his voice; Kathy Grant, Dwayne Hick- 
man speak for the young lovers. (F) January 


OPERATION PETTICOAT—U-I, Eastman Col- 
or: Upright officer Cary Grant and slick opera- 
tor Tony Curtis team up for laughs, on a World 
War II sub that takes aboard nurses Dina 
Merrill, Joan O’Brien. (F) January 


PILLOW TALK—U-I; CinemaScope, Eastman 
Color: In a slick, bright, thoroughly winning 
comedy, the New York phone company gets two 
subscribers (Doris Day, Rock Hudson) together 
by putting them on a party line. With songs, 
Tony Randall, Thelma Ritter. (A) November 


SUMMER PLACE, A—Warners, Technicolor: 
Sandra Dee and Troy Donahue make highly 
appealing young lovers, battling their parents’ 
problems. Big emotional scenes and sex discus- 
sions; handsome settings. (A) December 


TAKE A GIANT STEP—U.A.: In a splendid 
acting debut, singer Johnny Nash is a boy of 
sixteen, a Negro in a white town, still facing 
universal troubles as he takes the step from 
adolescence to maturity. (A) October 


THEY CAME TO CORDURA—Columbia; Cin- 
emaScope, Eastman Color: Different sort of 
film that happens to have a western setting, on 
the Mexican-American border back in 1916. 
When the story’s tensions separate the men from 
the boys, Gary Cooper sees Van Heflin as a 
brute, Tab Hunter a careerist. Ignoring glam- 
our, Rita Hayworth’s great. (F) October 


THIRD MAN ON THE MOUNTAIN—Buena 
Vista, Technicolor: Exhilarating yarn about 
mountain-climbing finds James MacArthur dar- 
ing a Swiss peak never scaled before, with 
Janet Munro to cheer him on. (F) December 


—30— -—Warners: The title is newspaperese 
for “the end,” but the movie isn’t quite that 
good. Jack Webb’s tried to make a believable 
newspaper story. He’s managing editor, David 
Nelson is copy boy. (F) January 


TOUCH OF LARCENY, A—Paramount: Good 
fun springs from British navy officer James 
Mason’s quick-money scheme. He'll frame him- 
self for treason, sue the newspapers for libel 
and win Vera Miles from rich, stuffy George 
Sanders. Pretty clever!—maybe. (F) February 


‘7RECK OF THE MARY DEARE, THE— 
M-G-M; CinemaScope, Metrocolor: In a solidly 
entertaining seagoing thriller, Charlton Heston 
climbs aboard an “abandoned” freighter to 
come across Gary Cooper—and a sinister mys- 
tery. It all has a fine, salty flavor. (F) February 


CHAMBERLAIN’S 

| your best moisturizer 
| 

| 

je 





CHAMBERLAIN’S 
Clearly, 


your best hand lotion 


When your hands are rough, red and dry, 
dermatologists say they lack moisture, not 
natural oils. Chamberlain’s clear Golden 
Touch Hand Lotion contains not one but 
two of the most effective humectants 
known to science. Humectants are amaz- 
ing clear fluids which control the delicate 
moisture balance of your skin by prevent- 
ing the evaporation of vital skin moisture. 
The secret of soft, smooth, lovely hands 
is moisture balance. Get clear, moisturiz- 
ing Chamberlain’s Hand Lotion today. 
At all toiletry counters. 










EE__MATERNITY CATALOG 


SAVE BY MAIL — Hundreds — morning, after- 
noon, sports styles, illustrated. Sizes 8 to 46. Also Ma- 
ternity corsets. bras, lingerie. Free Catalog mailed in plain en- 
volope. Ask for free list of baby names. 


rawford's pept. 24, 1015 Walnut St., Kansas City 6, Me. 
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Especially yor 


BLONDES; 


Takes only a minute — washes hair shades 
lighter, gives it a wonderful shine! 


If your bfonde hair is growing dark or faded, try new 
BLONDEX CREME SHAMPOO. Contains lanolin, to 
give a vital, lively lustre, new highlights and a shine 
like spun gold, prevent dryness or brittleness. 
BLONDEX removes the dull, dingy film that makes 
blonde hair dark and old-looking. Its “Miracle” 
ANDIUM brings back flattering, golden color — gives 
hair extra highlights and shine. BLONDEX CREME 
SHAMPOO is absolutely safe... use it for children’s 
hair. Get a jar today — at 10¢, drug and dept. stores. 
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HOW TO TURN EXTRA TIME 
INTO EXTRA MONEY 


For the woman who can’t work at a 
full time job because of home respon- 
sibilities, here is a book that turns 
dreams into practical earning plans. 
The authors—Bill and Sue Severn— 
show you hundreds of ways in which 
others have made good earnings and 
found personal satisfaction by turning 
their limited free hours to profit. 


A Small Business Of Your Own 


Every type of spare time earning is 
explored—selling things, starting a 
small home business or service of 
your own, cooking, sewing, and rais- 
ing things for profit, mail orders, 
souvenirs, and the tourist trade. Here 
you will find out exactly how to start, 
how to build up a steady income, how 
to escape some of the pitfalls others 
have had to discover through costly 
experience. 


Only $1.00 


This exciting and 
inspiring book 
may well open 
up an entirely 
new world for 
you. Get your 
copy now and 
learn the many 
ways to put ex- 
tra money in your 
pocketbook. Price 
only $1.00 for the 
paper-bound edi- 
tion or $2.50 for 
the hardbound 
edition. 


AT ALL BOOKSTORES 
OR MAIL THIS COUPON NOW 


| Bartholomew House, Inc., Dept. WG-360 | 
205 East 42 St., New York 17, N. Y. 
j Send me a copy of HOW TO TURN EXTRA 


TIME INTO EXTRA MONEY. I enclose 
| CJ $1 paperbound () $2.50 hardbound. 








ROGER SMITH 


Continued from page 26 


A man loves a woman because of her 
beauty ... not only for the way she looks 
but the way she moves, and the sound of 
her voice and her laughter. And a beauty, 
too, that seems to come from deep within 
her eyes when she looks at him. It is an 
individual beauty that seems to grow as 
he gets to know her. 

There seemed to be a beauty about Vici 
right from the very first time I saw her. It 
was November—November, 1955—and she 
was walking across the lot at Columbia. 
Even at that moment, I thought, “You are 
lovely. You have a grace and charm about 
your walk, about the way you hold your 
head, a charm that I’ve never seen in any- 
one else.” She had long, silky auburn hair 
and a cute, turned-up nose. I wanted to 
go over and speak to her but I was scared. 
I thought, “What chance do I have? There 
must be a dozen men pursuing her right 
now.” So I just let her walk by. 

I felt a new beauty in her the first time 
I kissed her—just one month later. It was 
a beauty of manner, of poise, and even 
though it was a stage kiss it was some- 
thing very special to me. She didn’t know 
this . . . she didn’t even know how much 
I'd admired her. And yet she had a way 
of smiling, of looking at me, out of those 
magnificent emerald eyes, which made me 
feel that the Vici I was getting to know, 
was not so different from the Vici Id 
imagined. 

I wasn’t sure what she would say when I 
suggested we rehearse some of the scenes 
alone, together, away from the actual locale 
of the film—on the beach. I guess I was a 
little surprised when she answered softly, 
“T’d love to go to the beach. What time 
would you pick me up?” 

And then, when I rang her doorbell the 
next day and saw her standing before me, 
dressed so simply in slacks and a blouse 
and flat sandals—and a towel and a bath- 
ing suit tucked under her arm—I began 
to see another Vici that I love—an honest, 
real Vici. There was no falseness about 
her, just a wonderful simplicity that made 
me want to say, “I’m glad you could come.” 

We didn’t go to the beach, we wound 
up at Disneyland. I bought her cotton 
candy and found myself laughing again 
and again at the way she tackled that large 
pink mound of froth, because it kept get- 
ting stuck to the end of her nose. 

By the time I took her home, that eve- 
ning, I'd become quiet. I kept thinking, all 
the time, about the day and how wonderful 
it had been and was hoping so much that 
she felt that way too. But I couldn’t tell 
her. So I kept the conversation on other 
things—on our parts in the scene we were 
supposed to have been rehearsing, on her, 
on her life in Australia where she was 
born—until just before I reached her 
house when I said, “Vici, how about hav- 
ing dinner with me sometime this week?” 

And she said, quite simply, “Yes, I’d like 
that.” And that evening, I knew I was 
in love. 

Loving someone is believing in them, 
and all through our courtship Vici was 
the honest, real person I'd begun to know, 
that day at Disneyland. There was never 
any pretense about her at all and a man 
feels strongly about this. When Vici 
couldn’t do a thing, she’d say so... like 
the time we went fishing. I'll never forget 
her standing in the doorway, waiting for 
me to pick her up that morning. She was 
dressed in high rubber boots and a tight- 
fitting jacket and she looked so cute I 
told her she was beautiful . . . beauty isn’t 
necessarily when a girl’s all dressed up 
for a party, or in her best bathing suit. 


As beauty grows, so does love. And as 
love grows, it becomes less selfish—it can 
be shared with others. I think a man feels 
a new kind of a love for a woman after 
they have a family and I thank Vici a 
million times for giving us our babies, 
Tracey and Jody. 

We'd been married just three months, 
when she told me we were going to have 
a baby. I felt a lump swell up inside my 
throat and, for a moment, I just stood and 
held her close to me and then I choked, 
“Come on—let’s go and fill this room with 
furniture. We can’t become a family in an 
empty space!” We’d rented a tiny apart- 
ment by that time, but had only been able 
to afford one chair, a bed and a few things 
for the kitchen. 

I don’t think there is any other time quite 
like the time when you're waiting to be- 
come a parent . .. watching your wife as 
she seems to gain a glow about herself, 
a look within her eye, a new softness and 
gentleness of manner that you never saw 
before. We laughed and joked and argued 
over names... but no one ever had such 
happy arguments. We fought and fought 
over my insistence that she keep as quiet 
and as rested as possible, she insisting 
that she was, quite definitely, not an in- 


valid. But we were happy even in these 
fights. 


nd then, one day, I found that we could 

afford a house. And when I told her 

and we went and looked at some to- 
gether, and she began to talk about the 
type of home she wanted, about the way 
she’d dreamed that things would always 
be, I felt an earnestness, a homeyness 
about her words that made me realize .. . 
here was a woman, a wife, someone who 
would make a real home for me .. . not 
just another place to hang my hat. And I 
realized loving was having someone to 
share your goals. 

Having a family was one of these goals 
and I always feel a particular fondness for 
Vici every time I notice the new radiance 
and joy our children have brought her. 

A man loves a woman, too, for her 
courage and her faith. .. . 

I don’t think I shall ever forget the day 
I woke up again, to real consciousness, 
after my serious illness last year—the 
accident in which I hurt my head. Not 
once, in all that time, had Vici ever let 
me know—by expression or in anything 
she said—that I’d been close to death. She 
simply sat and smiled and talked about 
home, about our children and our friends 
in a soft and comforting voice, trying to 
make me forget about my pain. I had con- 
fidence because I saw no fear in her face. 
It made me feel that I would be all right 
... yet, I can imagine how she must have 
suffered inside, because I know now how 
critically ill I was. 

I love her, too, for the faith and confi- 
dence she kept in me at the beginning, 
when I was struggling to get on with my 
career and, more than once, came home 
wanting to give up. She seemed to sense 
how much acting meant to me and I thank 
her so much for this, because now I can 
see that it has been far more satisfying 
to me than anything else I might have 
tried. Because it was what I’d always 
wanted to do. 

So love is understanding. 

Yet love is also a wonderful collection of 
crazy, silly things that a woman does... . 

Who else, but the woman I love, would 
stand for hours, in complete exasperation, 
wondering why the curtains won’t hang 
straight? 

Who can fail to love a woman who, one 
minute stands before you looking quite 
the picture of a sophisticate, and the next, 
like a twelve-year-old in slacks and san- 
dals and no makeup at all. And then again, 
I want to tell her suddenly, spontaneously, 
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just how very much I love her. 

And when, at times like the beginning 
of our marriage, when I came home once 
to find the dinner burned, Vici looked so 
helpless, so forlorn, that all of a sudden 
my anger melted into a feeling of tre- 
mendous affection for her. She was so 
much like a little girl who was expecting 
her mother to scold her about having a 
muddy dress—and with not a word to say 
in her own defense. 

Who else would store my cufflinks in a 
hat box? Get all upset because I didn’t 
like that strip of feather she called a hat? 

Or, in the space of a single day, be a 
rational, collected mother and yet not able 
to stand up to the temptation of a “Marked 
Down” tag on a dress . . . splurge on gifts 
for me and the babies and yet, should a 
crisis arise, be amazingly shrewd and cal- 
culating? 

How often have we sat talking together 
and suddenly, the deep pensive look on 
Vici’s face has seemed so profoundly sol- 
emn, so deeply serious, that for the mo- 
ment I cannot think about our conversation 
any more, but only smile in amusement at 
her expression, and think how lovely she 
looks with eyes wide and her lips pouting 
slightly, and then suddenly I want to say, 
“Vici, I love you.” 

I guess part of love is knowing she cares 
for me, too. Because I’ll always remember 
the radiance about her face and the sud- 
den warmth about her smile the first time 
I told her that I loved her. And I thank 
her a million times for answering softly, 
“Roger, I love you, too.” At that moment 
I don’t think there was a happier man in 
the world. 

It’s funny how the words, “I love you,” 
can be the easiest or the hardest a man 
can ever say. Words of love flow effort- 
lessly when they are meant without a 
serious intent—just casual, social words— 
and yet . . . why do those words, those 
very same words stick uncomfortably in 
your throat when they are meant for the 
girl you want to marry, to take care of 
and be with for always. 

Love is understanding how a man feels. 
So many times, when I’m feeling a little 
depressed or unhappy about something 
which might have gone wrong during the 
day, she has a way of knowing—of putting 
her arms around me and kissing me softly 
and gently and telling me that she loves 
me. 

It is also making a man feel rather 
special. Can I really explain the feeling of 
great warmth I get when she approaches 





me with an almost childlike faith in my 
ability to solve her problem of the mo- 
ment? Or how I feel when she cocks her 
head a little to one side and says, “I knew 
you’d know just what to do. You’re won- 
derful.” And goes away with a new light 
to her face? 

Yet, are there reasons to explain the 
way I feel when I see the delicate, misty 
tearful look that comes all over her face 
when I compliment her unexpectedly—as 
though it meant so much to her? Or the 
way I feel when I tell her that I love her 
and she blushes slightly and lowers her 
pretty little head and scolds, playfully, 
“Oh—Roger.” 

I believe love grows from those special 
moments you have shared together. I re- 
member, particularly, one Valentine’s Day 
when I'd arranged to have a cake made in 
the shape of a heart for Vici. It had the 
words, “I Love You,” scrawled in icing on 
the top. And when I brought it home and 
showed it to her. . 
stood there and cried. 


For a moment I didn’t know what to | 


do and I just looked at her sheepishly, 
watching the tears run down her face. And 
then I suddenly felt a great surge of love 
and I went over to her and kissed her 
gently. It may sound a little odd, but it 
was the best “thank you” she could have 


ever given me. A woman’s tears can melt | 


a man—when they’re honest. Make him 
feel he’s needed and strong. 

She was still crying, her head on my 
shoulder, when I slipped a tiny box into 


her hand. She looked down and began | 


untying the wrapping. Then, when she 
saw what was inside—a bracelet with a 
charm inscribed, “Nunca me _ olvides” 
(Spanish for “Never Forget Me’”)—she 
blinked and whispered, “Oh—Roger .. . 
you're ... you’re too good to me.” 

These, then, are ways of love .. . things 
which say why does a man love a woman? 
Do they make sense? Maybe not. But 
then, does love? 

I thank Vici for all that she is, all that 
she’s done, all that we’ve shared together 
and the memories, which have somehow 
become blurred together in a crazy, won- 
derful pattern and which, now, as I think 
of them, make we want to get up from 
my chair and go over to her and kiss 
her. —ROGER SMITH 


SEE ROGER IN “77 SUNSET STRIP” EVERY FRI., 
9-10 P.M. EST., ON ABC-TV. VICTORIA SHAW CAN 
BE SEEN APPEARING IN COLUMBIA’S “EDGE OF 
ETERNITY” AND ALSO IN “I AIM AT THE STARS.” 





The Woman’s Guide to Better Living 


The radio program “My True Story” deals frankly with the gamut 
of human emotions—the real problems of real people. Straight from 
the files of True Story Magazine, these stories may hold the answers 
to problems faced by you, your family, your friends. See your local 


paper for time and station. 


Tune in Every Day to 


My True Story 


National Broadcasting Company 


And don’t miss “Restless Wives”—a psychiatrist’s frank appraisal of women’s 


changing morals—in ... 


March TRUE STORY Now on Sale 


The Woman’s Guide to Better Living 
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“PERMANENT DARKENER 
FOR LASHES AND BROWS 
(for the hairs to which applied 










“Dark-Eyes" goes on once . . . stays on until lashes and brows 
are replaced by new hairs every four to six WEEKS. So easy 
to apply! 

| “Dark-Eyes” colors . . . doesn’t coat. No sticky, beady look, no 
| brittle, breaking hairs. All day, all night for weeks, lashes and 
| brows are NATURALLY soft, dark luxurlant—without mascaral 
“*Dark-Eyes"’ doesn't smear, doesn't wash off! You can rub 
| your eyes, swim, walk in the rain, even enjoy a good cry at the 

movies—yet retain that “‘born beautiful” look! 

Contains no aniline dyes. 'Dark- - 
Eyes"’ now in 26th year! Three 
shades: black, brown, light brown. 





SEND TODAY 
FOR TRIAL SIZE 


NO DELAY-—, 


ABOUT 12 
APPLICATIONS 
at leading drug,dep’t. 
+4 25 and variety stores 








“DARK-EYES"’ COMPANY, Dept. P-30 
3319 W. Carroll Ave., Chicago 24, Ill. 


1 enclose 25c (coin or stamps, tax included) for TRIAL 
SIZE pkg. of “‘Dark-Eyes’’ with directions. 
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Best possible reproductions/ * 
of your favorite snapshot, 
portrait or negative. 


30 : $] oo $2.00 


Include 25¢ for packing & mailing ] nd 
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| be back 
| yourself breakfast. Also, D.D. and Foggy 
| called. Meet them at the club at two.” 


FABIAN 


Continued from page 32 


liked to dress like this on days when he 
didn’t have anywhere special to go. 

He hurried downstairs into the kitchen, 
but no one was there. A note was tacked 
on the refrigerator from his mom: “Have 
gone downtown with Bobby, Tommy and 
Dad to do last-minute shopping. Won't 
til late this afternoon. Make 


For a second he felt as he had when 


| he first woke up—as if something was 


HERE’S PRACTICAL HELP FOR 


Young 
Mothers 


Here at last is a wonderful, wonderful 
book for parents—and expectant parents. 
It is an exceptionally helpful book because 
it tells you exactly what to do in a given 
situation—and when to do it. Between the 
covers of this book is the latest information 
on infant and child care. Written entirely 
by three experienced doctors, this book 
answers clearly and intimately the questions 
asked most often by mothers. It is not de- 
signed to take the place of your baby’s doc- 
tor, but it will give you the helpful informa- 
tion that you will need before you call him. 


ONLY $1.00 
MAIL THIS COUPON NOW 


r 
| Bartholomew House, Inc., Dept. WG-360 1 
205 East 42 St., New York 17, N. Y. | 


Send me a copy of INFANT AND CHILD | 
CARE. I enclose 0 $1 paperbound O) $2.95 | 
hardbound. 
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PARTIAL LIST OF CONTENTS 


Accident Prevention p 
Allergies Premature Babies 
Bed-wetting clio 
Common Cold Sex Education 
Coughing Slee 
a cipline Teet 

Ears Temper Tantrums 
Eating Habits Thumbsucking 
Fevers Toilet-training 





You will refer to this book over and over 
again. It will save you time and worry. Get | 
your copy—right now. 


wrong. His mother always told him the 
night before if she was going to be out all 
day. But he shrugged it off—probably she 
had just forgotten about it. 

He tried putting the uneasy feeling out 
of his mind as he made himself a full 
breakfast of orange juice, cereal with 
bananas, eggs and bacon, toast and marma- 
lade and a glass of milk. 


hen he remembered. Of course he felt 

uneasy. Today was Friday the thir- 

teenth and somehow for him that date 
had always lived up to its reputation. 
Thinking, for a moment, what he had 
planned to do that day, he chuckled. Gee, 
he thought. This one’s going to take the 
prize. Not one pleasant thing in view. 

So he fiddled about the house for a 
while, putting off his first appointment 
which was at the local high school. He 
emptied the garbage out the back, al- 
though it hardly needed emptying, he 
washed his father’s car, although it didn’t 
really need washing, then he went into 
the house again and watched TV for a 
while even though the program was dull. 

Then, looking at his watch, he decided 
he’d just have to start out for the school 
—South Philadelphia High. 

As soon as he stepped inside the door 
of the high school he wanted to walk right 
out again. But he didn’t. 

Classes were changing and he went over 
to a bunch of his friends. 

Before he could quite realize what was 
happening, they were firing questions at 
him and he was answering them as fast 
as possible. “ . Yes, this is my last 
day here ... We move tomorrow . . . New 
Jersey . . . Haddonfield, New Jersey . 
Oh, it’s a bigger house than we have now 
and a much nicer one . . . Nothing fancy 
though, just more room inside . . . and 
outside . . . No, there’s no special section 
for me, I'll have my own room, that’s all.” 

“What’ll you do about school, Fabe?” 
asked his friend Paul, coming over to the 
group. 

“I’m gonna do my best to graduate with 
you—with my class—in 1961. Until then, 
while I’m in Hollywood, Ill be attending 
the studio school but otherwise Miss 
Schwartz will tutor me in algebra and 
chemistry and Dr. Stigall will help me 
with English and history. Ill be getting 
the same assignments you do. And if I’m 
lucky . 

The warning bell for the next class 
broke up the crowd. Paul grabbed 
Fabian’s arm and said, “Come on to class 
with me—for the last time.” 

“Aw, I'd feel funny,” Fabian said, but 
he allowed himself to be pulled along. He 
didn’t know how to tell his friends what 
he was feeling, but this was his last day. 
Tomorrow he was moving, leaving this 
town, this school, these friends. He had to 


| say goodbye. 


They entered a door at the back of the 


| room, and Fabian saw that his old desk 


was empty. He slid into the seat. Students 
waved to him, others smiled his way, and 


a fellow in the next seat bent toward 
him to talk. Then the teacher, a young 
woman, entered the room and the room 
became quiet. 

Fabian heard her begin to discuss the 
next day’s assignment, but that’s about all 
he saw and heard, because, as he traced 
his fingers over the familiar desk top 
and moved his long legs under the desk 
until they found their usual, most com- 
fortable position, his thoughts began to 
wander. He didn’t want to leave his 
friends and all the things he’d grown up 
with. Suddenly New Jersey seemed a 
million miles away to him, a strange, un- 
known planet. Would he be able to find 
friends there—good friends like Paul and 
D.D. and Foggy? Or would he be an 
outsider, not one of the gang because he 
hadn’t grown up there or gone to school 
there—or even planned to go to school 
there. He felt empty and a little scared. 

At the end of the lesson, he slipped 
quietly out of the door into the hall. Paul 
followed right after him. 

“Mind if I tag along?” his friend asked. 
“Besides, with all that mob in the hall, 
just before class, I just didn’t have a 
chance to really say goodbye.” 

“Sure,” said Fabian, “although I have 
no idea where I’m going.” 

He knew where he wanted to go though. 
Home. Where he wouldn’t have to tell 
anybody goodbye. Home. Where he 
wouldn’t feel confused and he’d be alone. 


ut there were people he just had to say 

goodbye to. So he and Paul walked 

slowly through the halls, now and then 
stopping to chat to some of his teachers 
and some more of his schoolmates; to the 
principal, Mr. Rossi, who had presented 
him with a surprise loving cup, back in 
June, when he’d put on a benefit per- 
formance for the summer football train- 
ing camp and helped raise $4,000; to Miss 
Schwartz, his algebra teacher, who’d got 
mad at him when he’d played hookey, just 
once, but who’d laughed and forgiven him 
a month later—he’d be seeing her again, 
of course, ‘cause she was one of his tutors; 
to Mr. Pitt and Mr. Siani, the football 
coach and the head of the gym (it was 
Mr. Pitt who had given him the greatest 
thrill of his life, that day of the benefit 
back in June, by awarding him a varsity 
football letter—a big, felt “S”’—and telling 
everybody that he would have won it on 
the football field if he hadn’t been so busy 
singing around the country; and to a lot 
of the fellows and girls he’d gotten to know 
during his years at South Philly High. 

There were other people he should see— 
his homeroom teacher from last term, the 
janitor he always kidded with, and lots 
more—but suddenly he couldn’t bear to 
say another goodbye. “Let’s get out of 
here,” he said, turning to Paul, and they 
headed for an Exit door. 

“How about lunch?” Paul asked. 
starved. The school cafeteria?” 

“Not the cafeteria,’ Fabian shrugged. 
Pome go to Joe Slick’s since it’s my last 

ay 

Joe Slick’s was a soda fountain _ just 
across the street. They squeezed into a 
booth and Paul ordered a double burger 
with French fries, a strawberry malt and 
some pie and ice cream. Fabian read and 
reread the menu, then ordered just a black 
and white soda—his favorite. 

“Is that all?” asked Paul. “Must be 
something the matter if you can’t eat.” 

“I ate a late breakfast,” Fabian replied 
and let it go at that. He sipped his soda 
slowly, but somehow couldn’t finish it. 

He stood up suddenly. “I gotta run,” 
he said. “I promised to meet Foggy and 
D.D. at the club at two.” He leaned over 
and wrote his new address on a napkin. 
“Come and see me,” he said. “Soon.” 
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Then he started to put out his hand to 
shake Paul’s, felt silly, pulled back his 
hand, then thrust it out again to cuff his 
friend on the shoulder “See you,” he 
said and walked out fast. 

He found D.D. (Anthony Carrazza) and 
Foggy (Joe Palamone) standing on the 
steps of the South Philadelphia Boys Club. 

“Well, hello,” said D.D., bowing low 
from the waist. 

“Hi,” chimed in Foggy. 
last day?” 

“Fine,” he lied. “Got your phone mes- 
sage and I’m here to say goodbye.” 

“Feel like going into the gym?” 
asked. 

“Just what I need,” Fabian answered, 
glad of the chance to do something besides 
talking. And they went inside. 

So, for the next hour or so Fabian and 
his buddies horsed around in the gym. He 
had to admit (only to himself, of course) 
that he was a little out of shape, but it 
was a great feeling just running and 
jumping and wrestling and fooling around. 
He hadn’t done it for ages. He found his 
gym stuff in‘his old locker and it still fit 
him. For their final contest, he and D.D. 
climbed hand-over-hand up ropes to the 
ceiling. Foggy, who was the judge, hol- 


“How’s your 


D.D. 


lered out, “A tie,” as they reached the 
ceiling. 
“Fake! Frameup!” screamed D.D. from 


the top of his rope. 

“Kill the referee!” Fabian shouted down. 

Without answering, Foggy walked over 
to the ropes, yanked both of them violent- 
ly, and Fabian and D.D. came sliding 
down the ropes, finally tumbling to the 
floor, pulling Foggy down on top of them. 

Then, running all the way into the 
showers, they sang together at the tops of 
their voices. It’s really like old times, 
Fabian thought, ducking his head under 
the steaming water. And suddenly he 
stopped singing. It was going to be hard 
leaving D.D. and Foggy and all his other 
friends in the neighborhood. 

“What’s the matter?” Foggy shouted 
from the next shower. “Lost your voice?” 

“Nope—I’'ve got soap in my mouth,” 
Fabian said, thinking quickly. He began 
to sing again with them, but somehow it 
wasn’t like before. . . . 


he same empty, churning feeling he’d 

had all day was still there, when the 

three of them walked across the street 
to Politano’s candy store just a few min- 
utes later. And then, as Fabian watched 
his friends joking together, he suddenly 
became aware of the real reason why he 
was feeling this way. It wasn’t just be- 
cause it was his last day in Philly. It was 
something else. D.D. and Foggy and even 
Paul had been acting strangely. They 
seemed unnaturally matter-of-fact about 
his going away. Didn’t anyone care? But 
then he shrugged the whole thing off. . . 
why should they care, he thought, reason- 
ing with himself. What’s so special about 
me? But, as he took a leap and a jump 
onto the sidewalk, he knew that he really 
did care. 

They slid into their usual seats in the 
corner, ordered sodas, and began joking 
and laughing about old times. But Fabian’s 
thoughts went back further ... to the 
time, so many years ago, when he’d come 
into the store for the first time. His mother 
had brought him there to buy school 
supplies, for the first grade, and he could 
hardly see over the counter. He’d held 
her hand tightly and felt so proud when 
she let him pay Mr. Politano for the pen- 
cils, crayons and notebooks. 

He turned his head, and through the 
front door he could see the old familiar 
fire plug at the curb, the one he’d help 
open on hot nights to flood the streets 
(and the Politanos’ windows) with water. 





Across the street was a brick wall . . 
“Remember how we used to play over 
there,” he said to the fellows, nodding his 
head toward it. 

Then suddenly, as if it were only yes- 
terday, he remembered standing out there 
in the middle of the street and kicking a 
can high in the air. The next moment, 
there’d been an awful crash as it sailed 
through the window of the Politanos’ 
garage... 

“What's the matter with the soda?” 
Foggy asked. “Something the matter? 
And you're so quiet.” 

“No,” he answered, looking up. “It’s 
fine. I was just remembering all the great 
times I’ve had around this store.” Then 
a half smile came on his face. He 
turned to the boy behind the counter. “You 
remember Halloween a couple of years 
ago? The noise at your window? Your 
whole family must have been in and out 
a thousand times trying to figure out 
what the rapping was. Well, I did it,” he 
confessed. “Me and the gang... . This 
is the trick we used.” He began to draw 
with a pencil on a napkin, diagramming 
what had happened. 

The boy reached over and took the 
diagram out of his hand. “Just sign your 
name at the bottom of this,” he said, laugh- 
ing. “We'll always have your confession 
on hand to give to the police, just in case 
you come back to visit us.” 

Fabian scrawled a signature, “Elvis Pres- 
ley,” and then headed for the door after 
D.D. and Foggy who'd already gotten up. 

Out on the street Foggy said, “We’ve 
got to be going now, Fabe. We’ve both got 
tests in school tomorrow.” 

Fabian thrust out his hand and shook 
D.D.’s and then Foggy’s. “Goodbye,” he 
said, “be seeing you.” Then he hurried 
off down the street. 


ll the way to the Bellevue Pharmacy, 

his next stop, he tried to blot the 

memory of D.D. and Foggy from his 
mind. But they wouldn’t stay blotted. He 
remembered how strange they’d acted... 
they’d rushed off so quickly. I guess I just 
want to feel I’d be missed, he thought, an- 
noyed at himself for caring. 

A few minutes later, he stopped still, 
outside the Bellevue Pharmacy, stood un- 
decidedly at the door, and then went in. 
Immediately, he noticed that Bob Grob- 
man—the fellow who’d given him an after- 
school job in the drugstore, when he was 
only twelve, wasn’t around. But, never- 
theless, he walked behind the counter and 
looked up at a shelf—the third from the 
top—and started to laugh. 

“Is anything wrong, sir?” the clerk asked 
him. 

“Not wrong,’ answered Fabian. “The 
bicarbonate of soda’s still there.” 

“What? What?” said the somewhat con- 
fused clerk. 

“The bicarbonate of soda. Oh, rever 
mind. Forget it. No, don’t forget it. Tell 
Bob Grobman that Fabian dropped in to 
say goodbye. I’m leaving town. Tell him 
I just wanted to check if the bicarbonate 
of soda had fallen off the shelf.” 

Still laughing, Fabian left the bewildered 
clerk and went out of the store. Bob would 
remember. .. . Part of Fabian’s errand- 
boy’s job had been checking stock. In the 
process, he’d broken a lot of things. Then 
one night he’d been straightening a shelf 
when a one-pound box of bicarbonate of 
soda had fallen on his head, dousing him 
in powder. 


head in mock annoyance and said, “Put 
a little in a glass for me. After watching 
you juggle stock, I need some.” 


Fabian walked on past Frankie Avalon’s | 
old house—past the open lot where he’d | 
played football, past the building where | 


he’d dropped bags filled with water on 





While he was sweeping it | 
up, Bob had looked at him, shook his | 
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another cut, scratch, scrape, or burn. It 
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good news. Science has discovered a new 
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| had all day, increased. 











passers-by, past the alley-way where 
he’d had his first fist fight with another 
boy (why or with whom he’d long since 
forgotten). 

Then, all of a sudden, he was in front 
of The Stella Maris Church—the church 
at which Father McLaughlin, the priest, 
had given him and his mother such com- 


fort in the difficult days following his 


father’s sudden heart attack two years ago. 
Without thinking, he entered the church 


| and stood near the back. He didn’t pray 
| exactly, he just sort of thought about 
| everything that had happened to him that 
| day. 


About his friends . . . about how 
Foggy and D.D. had let him down ... 


_ about leaving the only neighborhood and 


home he’d ever known. 
Then he thought of his new home. The 


| larger, more comfortable home he’d bought 


for his parents’ twenty-second wedding 
anniversary. It would be a place where 
his dad could relax, where his two broth- 
ers—especially Bobby who’d been so sick 


| —would have plenty of room to play in 


the backyard. 

He turned and left the church. 

It was already getting dark as he neared 
his house, and the anxious feeling he’d 
He started to 
walk up the front steps, but stopped 


| abruptly. There were no lights on. Some- 
| thing must be wrong. It was way past six. 


His folks and his brothers were always 
home long before this. Could something 
have happened? 

Fabian fumbled in the darkness for his 
key. Everything had gone wrong that 
day ... and now a dark, empty house. 
He found his key and opened the door. 

Suddenly, all the lights went on. “Sur- 
prise! Surprise! Surprise!” He looked 
around, bewildered. Everyone he knew 
seemed to be crowded into the living 
room, and they were all trying to get to him 
at the same time, to slap his back and 
holler “Surprise.” 

“I was in on the plot,” screamed Paul. 
“It was my job to keep you in school... 
not to let you go home for lunch.” 

“We had the job of keeping you away 
from the house,” yelled Foggy, “keeping 


| you in the gym.” 


Fabian pulled out a handkerchief and 
covered his face for a second. Fame and 
success, they meant a lot to him. But 


he had found more important things. Like 
friendships. All day long, he’d been afraid 
he was losing those things that were so 
important to him. 

“Must have a cold,” he mumbled. Then 
he walked slowly around the room, stop- 
ping a few minutes to talk to everyone. 

“So this is what you call last minute 
shopping?” he said, kidding with his 
mother, and pointing to a table laden 
with turkey and ham and roast beef and 
cheese and a big bowl of steaming-hot 
spaghetti. 

“I was home by three,” his younger 
brother said, coming to Fabian. “I was 
posted guard on the porch to keep you 
from coming in.” 

“I bet you stage-managed all this,” he 
said to Bob Marcucci, his manager and 
friend who was standing in a corner. Bob 
smiled. 

“It was everybody's idea,” Mary Ann 
Nocita, the girl who lived practically next 
door, said. 

So he went from one to another: to his 
aunts and uncles and cousins; to Mr. and 
Mrs. Palmieri who lived in the next house; 
to some of the gang from Chancellor 
Records; to a bunch of the fellows and 
girls from school—and suddenly he 
thought he’d never felt happier or sadder 
in his life. : 

“Let’s have a toast,” shouted D.D. “Yes, 
a toast,’ echoed Foggy. “To Fabian! Good 
luck. We'll miss you.” 

While his mother proudly poured out 
wine, Fabian shifted awkwardly from one 
foot to the other foot. Then he said, in a 
quiet voice, “Ma, do you think it’s all 
right if I just have a glass of milk?” 

“Too much and you'll be a milk-oholic,” 
one of the kids from school joked, and 
everybody laughed. 

“Speech!” shouted someone from the 
back. 

“Yes—we want Fabian! We 
Fabian!” the others joined in. 

“Gee, what can I say except thank 
you?” began Fabian. Then he cleared 
his throat, — and began, “Unac- 
customed as I am. THE END 


want 


SEE FABIAN AS HE APPEARS IN 20TH CENTURY - 
FOX’s “HOUND DOG MAN” AND ALSO “DADDY-O.” 
HE CAN ALSO BE SEEN IN 20TH’sS “HIGH TIME.” 


HEAR HIM SING ON THE CHANCELLOR LABEL. 





YUL BRYNNER 


Continued from page 41 


man are you. Where do you come from? 


| What makes a Yul Brynner? 


First, your mystery. This mystery is one 


| of the reasons why you have such a strong 
| fascination over women. Like that day in 


Vienna. Remember? It was last year. Your 
car pulled up in front of the hotel where 
you were staying and a crowd of women 
came surging toward you. Do you remem- 
ber it, Yul? Do you remember how, when 
you looked upon the crowd, a strange, 
almost hypnotic hush seemed to fall over 
them? No one moved. There was no 
screaming or pushing. Everyone watched 
you in awed silence. 

You took it all in your stride, smiling 
kindly at the faces before you, writing your 
name in the autograph books which al- 
most everyone held out to you. For each 
of your admirers you had a personal re- 
mark, a kind word. 


“Thank you for coming to see me,” you 


| whispered into the ear of a little girl with 
| long pigtails. 


She blushed and stepped 
back in confusion. “I love your city,” you 


| said to an older, plump, Viennese lady. 


She beamed with pride at your words. 
After you signed the books, you raised 
your hat and, with a little bow, disap- 
peared into the hotel. The crowd stood in 
silence. The effect had been magical. 

Yet, as you waited for the elevator to take 
you to your room, you could still hear the 
whispers of a small group of women, who 
had followed you into the lobby. You 
could hear the voice of one woman who, 
in the excitement, forgot to whisper: 
“Let’s face it, girls,” she said. “Yul Bryn- 
ner’s really a fraud.” 

Was she right, Yul? Do you go to great 
lengths not to let people know the other 
side of Yul Brynner? Like the story of 
your days in Paris. 

The thin young boy of just fourteen 
years who ran off from boarding school, 
one day—that was you—and you roamed 
the streets with a guitar on your back 
and a head full of folk songs, playing to the 
people in the cafes. When people laughed, 
you pretended indifference and that in- 
difference became part of you, the part 
you let show when you joined the circus, 
when you met Marcello. Marcello was a 
trapeze artist at the famous Cirque D’Hiver, 
the winter circus. He took you to watch the 
great circus at work and, as you craned 
your neck back to watch the aerialists 
flying through the air, your heart pounded 
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with excitement. The bright costumes, the 
music, the smell of the animals—it seemed 
a wonderful world and you wished you 
were part of it. Then, one of the trapeze 
artists came over to greet Marcello and he 
introduced you. 

“You a flyer, too?” he asked. 

“Sure,” you said. You couldn’t let him 
know you didn’t belong. And when he said 
that, if you wanted to, you could work 
out on the high trapeze, you had to carry 
through your bluff. 

Hand over hand, you climbed the rope to 
the take-off platform. It was just big 
enough to stand on and it was fifty feet 
above the ground. When you looked down, 
everything swam before your eyes and you 
almost fainted. So you just didn’t look 
down again. 

You took a deep gulp of air, grabbed 
hold of the trapeze and swung out into 
space. You swung back and forth, terrified. 
Then, someone below cried, “Let go!” And 
you were so startled that you obeyed. By 
some miracle, you dropped back on the 
platform. 

It had been a trick, an old joke that 
the flyers play on someone they suspect of 
being a greenhorn. An experienced flyer 
wouldn’t let go just because someone 
yelled at him, but, out of fright and inex- 
perience, a greenhorn would. 

When you slid down the rope to the 
ground, they were roaring with laughter 
at you. You started to walk off, but Mar- 
cello ran after you and, clapping you on 
the back, he said. “You have something. I 
think you could be a flyer.” You thought 
he was just trying to make you feel better, 
but he offered, “I'll train you, and you 
can be one of my partners.” 

After that, you were at the circus every 
day. Time and again, you would climb to 
your place on the platform and, at Mar- 
cello’s signal, leap into empty space to 
grip his outstretched hands. And during 
those three years, you learned concentra- 
tion and discipline, physical and mental. It 
helped you, later, when you had to face 
defeat. 

You were seventeen and you had learned 
your trade well. This night you were at 
your usual place, the powerful kleig lights 
pinpointing your wiry body, the muffled 
crescendo of drums echoing below you. 
The grandstand was crowded and every- 
one’s eyes were on you. People craned 
their necks back to see, just as you had on 
that first day. Then the drums stopped and 
everyone was quiet, waiting. You leaped. 
Your fingers clawed at the trapeze, but all 
you felt was a great nothingness. The 
crowd gasped as you plummeted down. 
You fell into the net, bounced back into 
the air, and fell again, this time tumbling 
down ... right down to the hard ground. 
You knew defeat. 

That night, the doctors were emphatic. 
“Your entire left side is fractured,” they 
said. “You will be a cripple for life.” You 
held back your tears and learned you have 
only yourself to count on. After a moment, 
you told the doctors, “I will walk again.” 
And you did. It was your will, taut and 
iron to match a trapeze artist’s body, that 
made you better. But when the reporter 
said you had used a mysterious, oriental 
en, you just smiled and encouraged 

im. 

Years later, as you whipped about a 
movie set on a horse, goading the horse to 
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the frenzy of excitement that would match 
your character in “The Brothers Kara- 
mazov,” you were thrown to the ground 
again. You tried to get up, but a sharp 
pain went through you. You lay there 
stunned, unable to move, until the ambu- 
lance came. At the hospital, you knew, 
from the doctor’s worried face, that it was 
bad. But you waited for his verdict, waited 
almost as if this were something you had 
already lived through. 

“Your back is broken.” 
you. “You'll have to wear a metal brace. 
And you must have complete rest for many, 
many weeks.” 

Benny Thau, the studio boss, was stand- 
ing at your bed. He pulled out a handker- 
chief and wiped his brow. Then, smiling 
down at you, he said. 
have to close down the set, that’s all.” 

He lit a cigarette and handed it to you 
and you took a long drag on it. Then you 
said, “That won’t be necessary. I'll be 
there tomorrow.” 

Benny protested and so did the doctor. 
They tried to talk you out of it. 

“I won’t change my mind,” you said. 

And you were there, on the set, the 
next day. You had learned the power of 
will many years before. Wearing the braces 
the doctor had insisted on, you walked 
over to the horse that had thrown you, 
patted him on the nose, and said, “Well, 
you won the first round.” 


Yu wore the braces for eight weeks and 
then, one warm, clear day, you closed 
the book you were reading and turned 
to your son, Rocky. “Let’s go water-ski- 
ing,” you said. “I think I can manage.” 

Rocky didn’t try to talk you out of it. 
He simply drove out to Malibu with you 
and climbed into a boat. Then you slid into 
the water, shivering, a little, at the first 
shock of it, and then slipped on the skis. 
You signaled to Rocky and he threw the 
tow line to you. Holding on to it, like a 
trapeze, really, you felt yourself being 
pulled up out of the water and then you 
were skimming along the surface. The 
pain that had been with you all those 
weeks, was mostly gone and though there 
was a straining, as you held on, you felt 
confident again in your own body. 

After a while, you let the tow line go 
and rode the waves in to the beach. With 
one gesture, you tore the brace off and 


threw it down on the sand. “This is the 
end of you,” you said. You never wore it 
again. 


You said, “There is no limit to what a 
human being is capable of doing if he ex- 


ercises his will power. Most people worry | 


instead of doing. They create obstacles that 
need never exist. Planning is ridiculous. It 
is the intention that counts. If I intend to do 
something, I do it. I don’t bother to plan. 
Luck is nothing but a certain harmony. 
Once there is harmony, everything emerges 
and falls into place. You shouldn’t count on 
it, but once you run into a streak you 
should play it for all it’s worth, like in 
roulette.” 

But, then, you believe in fate; you be- 
lieve in nothing, yet you believe in every- 
thing. To you, it’s logical, too natural to 
need explaining. But to others, your atti- 
tude seems like nonchalance. Like the 
night you entered the roulette room at the 
Deauville Casino in France and walked 
quite carelessly past a knot of women, 
who were looking at you awe-struck. They 
all longed to meet you. But you just put 
your hands in your pockets and passed 
them with the air of someone who didn’t 
even notice them. 

Suddenly, a little above the whisper of 
the crowd, a woman’s voice could be heard 
saying, “That’s it! I’ve been trying to 
analyze his charm. It’s got nothing to do 
with his eyes or his build or his voice, 
or anything you’ve been talking about. If 
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you ask me, it’s his indifference, his ‘I 
don’t care a hang’ attitude. He just couldn’t 
care less, and that’s why we’re interested 
in him.” 

You heard what the woman said, you 
couldn’t help hearing her. Yet the expres- 
sion on your face didn’t change one bit as 
you strolled into the room. You watched 
the other players at the roulette table, and 
then, still the perfect picture of the man 
who doesn’t care, placed a stack of chips 
on a number. 

But you do care, Yul. Remember how 
you made a complete psychoanalysis of 
the character you played in “The Brothers 
Karamazov,” with minute observations and 
comments? Although you didn’t have much 
time, when you were called to take over 
the role of Solomon in “Solomon and 
Sheba,” you still managed to fill several 
notebooks with observations of Solomon 
as a man, a philosopher and a lover. 

And, for “Once More With Feeling,” in 
which you played an orchestra leader, 
when, even though you learned to play the 
guitar from your grandmother when you 
were four, you couldn’t read the music, 
you set out with your usual thoroughness, 
to learn everything about conducting. You 
hired a professional conductor to give you 
an hour’s lesson each day and, in two 
months, you not only read music but you 
were able to conduct Liszt’s “Preludes,” 
Strauss’ “Don Juan” and Rimsky-Korsa- 
kov’s “Scheherezade.” You were so pro- 
fessional, the story in Paris goes, that at 
the end of the last day’s shooting, the di- 
rector of the Champs-Elysees Theatre— 
where the shooting took place—went up to 
you and said, “Mr. Brynner, I'd like to 
sign you up to conduct our orchestra in a 
series of concerts for next winter.” 

You haven’t said no... yet. 


¥z have learned that there is no qual- 
ity more important than intelligence. 

As one director said, “You have a rare 
intelligence far beyond the usual human 
capacity, which makes you seem removed 
from daily things and people, and exist in 
a private world of your own.” 

Yet your unusual ability in so many 
fields can sometimes have a frustrating 
effect on those around you. Like the time 
your wife, Virginia, and your business 
partner, Paul Redin, took up chess. 

They had been taking lessons regularly 
from the chess editor of the Los Angeles 
Times. After the lessons, the professor 
would give them a chess problem to solve. 
One day, they were seated in the garden 
of your house in Hollywood, puzzling over 
their problem. You had been working on 
the trampoline with your son. You strolled 
over to their table. They were in a terrible 
hole and didn’t know how to get out. You 
glanced over their shoulders, for a few 
minutes, then asked a few elementary 
questions of the professor. “If you tried 
this, do you think it would work?” you 
asked quietly as you took up one of the 
pawns and moved it. You were right. 

“Why, that’s extraordinary!” said the 
professor. “Do you mean to tell me you’ve 
never played chess before?” 

You shook your head. “Never. It has 
always interested me but I have never had 
time to learn more than the function of 
the pieces.” 

“Well, I assure you that with a few les- 
sons you could become a master,” the pro- 
fessor answered. 

You laughed and walked away. 

You are a man that a woman finds hard 
to live with—or live without. 

You hardly need any sleep . . . remember 
that night, the night you lay awake in 
bed, with earphones on, listening to a late 
radio program, and also watching a movie 
on TV? At the same time, you were work- 
ing on a scale model of a train, and 
intermittently munching from a bowl of 


Rice Krispies you had prepared earlier. 

By your side in the huge bed, properly 
equipped with earplugs and eyeshade, your 
wife, Virginia, tried to sleep. You tested 
the wiring of the train engine, then put it 
on the track you had laid out on the bed. 
It worked. But it ran right into Virginia. 

“Dammit!” Virginia screamed. “I can 
take all the rest, but I won’t have trains 
running into me in the middle of the 
night!” 

She had kept her peace, while you were 
furnishing your New York apartment, and 
had said nothing when you set up your 
elaborate electric trains in what would 
have normally been a dining room. “But 
this,” she said, “is the last straw.” 

And then you both laughed because you 
never realized that running trains around 
the bed was anything but what an average 
husband would do. So you gave up trains 
and started stamp collecting. To do it 
right, you had to investigate every step 
in the planning and production of a stamp, 
right down to the artist’s proofs to prevent 
buying fraudulent ones. “You must know 
the history and background connected 
with each issue,” you said.. “It’s very 
educational.” 

But you weren’t satisfied with just an 
ordinary stamp collection. You introduced 
something new to stamp-collecting—the 
signatures of Heads of States written 
across the stamps of their countries. 


he few true, verified stories told about 

you have, oddly enough, only increased 

the mystery. Like the way you man- 
aged, despite the lack of a formal educa- 
tion, to obtain a master’s degree in 
philosophy from the Sorbonne . . . to be- 
come an expert TV director (which you 
did before you entered movies) .. . to be- 
come a fine and much sought-after pho- 
tographer and one of the best 
water-skiers in the country. 

But what was so strange about this? you 
ask. When a man doesn’t find it necessary 
to explain himself, must that mean he has 
something to hide? 

Yet, apart from your mystery, Yul, you 
are a hard man to keep pace with—many 
have found out. There has even been talk, 
recently, of a divorce between you and 
Virginia. But, when you were asked about 
it, about whether you were working out 
a settlement, you just nonchalantly an- 
swered, “Well, it is possible. I’m sure we 
will get some word out when it is possible.” 
Which says... ? 

You are called a mysterious man, Yul. 
You are called a legend. You are also 
called a fraud. When cornered and asked 
about this, recently, you smiled and 
laughed, “I’m simply a man in the business 
of creating an illusion.” Perhaps.this is the 
answer. Perhaps, your greatest illusion is 
Yul Brynner. THE END 


SEE YUL IN COLUMBIA’S “SURPRISE PACKAGE” 
AND “ONCE MORE WITH FEELING.” AND DON’T 
MISS HIM IN U. A.’S “SOLOMON AND SHEBA.” 
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LEAP YEAR GUIDE 


Continued from page 48 


Go ahead—flirt, be warm. Violins will 
play, you'll think everything he says is 
fascinating . . . and you'll be right. 


BOB EVANS -Hard-to-Snare: A moody 
matador with a talent for success that 
defies explanation. The more simple his 
life becomes, the more complicated he 
seems to make it. One minute everything 
is radiant sunshine, the next—storm clouds. 
And yet, the difficult he does immediately 
(the impossible takes a little longer). 
There’s no guessing where or how to get 
to him: You might just as easily attract 
his attention by wearing an elegant riding 
habit at a Connecticut house party as by 
taking a 7 a.m. walk down Broadway in 
a battered old trenchcoat, for what he’s 
seeking in any relationship, and what he’s 
determined to bring to it, has very little to 
do with the time, the place or the trap- 
pings. The word to remember is honesty— 
and you'll have to be able to take it (and 
give it) whether it’s beautiful or brutal. 
While on the surface, his need may not 
seem to be marriage, if you can manage 
to stay your own sweet, candid, unpre- 
dictable self, you might get a chance to 
change his mind. 


ROCK HUDSON-—Strong and Soothing: 
What’s in a name? This time, lots, for he’s 
as strong, solid—and stubborn—as a slab 
of black Vermont marble, and it would 
take a landslide to ruffle his soothing 
silence. Here’s a rare man who really 
wants to be better than he is—not outside, 
for that’s hardly possible—but inside. To 
accomplish this, he needs to be left alone, 
sometimes for weeks at a time—to sail, 
hunt or hike, he’ll tell you, but really, 
to think. This, he believes, is still a man’s 
privilege in what is fast becoming a 
woman’s world. No, he says, to too much 
“together”—like trotting together, plotting 
together, what-notting together. But if 
you know how to play chess, or steal off to 
a corner with some long, boring book 
you've always meant to finish, he’s likely 
to glance up from his own, at long last, 
take a puff on his pipe and send you a 
look that'll curl your toes. And you may 
not have to read all alone after that. 


TROY DONAHUE—Campus Man: The 
face may be new, but it’s as familiar as 
an old dream—you know, the one where 
you get asked to the prom by the captain 
of the football team, who also happens to 
be the president of the honor society. As 
American as candied yams, he represents 
a type gals yearn for the world over—a 
friendly, calm, casual someone who wants 
to be with you almost as-often as you 
want to be with him. He'll carry your 
packages, run your errands and write you 
romantic little notes both before and after 
he marries you. He'll help you grow up, 
and cherish you for yourself alone, no 
matter what. But you can’t stalk him, 
he’ll find you (or at least you'll convince 
him he did), and then you'll take him 
home to meet Mother—and he’ll love it. 


FRANK SINATRA—Devil-May-Care: 
The impact of “The Voice” that finally got 
to be almost overshadowed by the impact 
of “The Man’”—the one whose appeal so 
many have tried, in vain, to analyze. And 
they've been no more successful than they 
ever were with Garbo, for the quality they 
share is, of course, Mystery. But he has 
added a new twist, Danger, the indis- 
pensable ingredient for any woman who 
likes to believe—and almost convinces 


herself—that there’s no tomorrow. The 
female who gets through to him gets 
there fast but often doesn’t stay too long. 
If you’ve got what it takes to wear a solid 
gold gown, fly a plane and drive a hard 


bargain, then you're his kind of girl. Only | 
don’t go crying home to mamma if you | 


never really get to understand him. 


DWAYNE HICKMAN—No Square: If 


you’ve a yen for a wise-guy, then you’ve 
trouble, girl. You never know which card 
is up, the ace or the joker. And no matter 
which, it always seems like the laugh’s on 
you in the end. He’s so good at playing 
dumb, you just know he must be smart as 
a whip, and you're right. This one, believe 
it or not, is an authority of sorts on Vic- 
torian literature, but sometimes he acts 
like he majored in The Funnies at col- 
lege. And if you’re for him, you'll want 
it that way, because the second-best thing 
you like is to laugh—even at yourself. And 
as for the first-best thing, to be loved, 


you may be lucky enough to discover | 


that the soul of a clown 
serious. 


is very, very 


ANDY WILLIAMS —Fine and Fair: The 
most wholesome thing to come out of Iowa 
since corn-on-the-cob, here’s a tonic you 
don’t have to make a face to take. A refuge 
for the lonely, the perplexed, the fright- 
ened, he’ll always find you a double sil- 
ver lining, with a few rainbows thrown in 
for good measure. He’d see to it, in that 
quiet, gentle, easy way of his, that you’d 
never be hurt or uncomfortable or em- 
barrassed by anything. Because his mis- 
sion in life would be to make you happy, 
never forgetting an anniversary or how 
you take your coffee, commenting on a 
new dress, singing to you at the drop of 
a lace hanky. If you’re right for him, you 
won't have to prove it in any fancy way— 
he’ll just know. And you'll find out that 
one of the most “forever” kinds of love can 
start out by seeming brotherly. 


DION OF THE BELMONTS — Young 
and Rare: A singer who likes to work in 
the comfortable confines of a trio is slowly 
but reasonably beginning to emerge as a 
solo. The shy type, he’s awkward with 
girls. What can he ever say to them? Well, 
if you’re meant for him, there’s no prob- 


lem, for you’re a warm girl, a wise and | 
understanding girl who makes him feel ten | 
feet tall, because you always know just | 


when he needs a smile, a compliment, a 
joke. And maybe, if time isn’t short, and 
your patience is long, you'll wait to be 


both the first and the last love of his life. | 


How did you do on the quiz on page 50? 
Just a little reminder, there is no such 


thing as a “high” or “low” score, so if your | 
answers aren’t as honest as you can make | 


them, you’re only cheating yourself. No 


bachelor is best, worst—or easy, but all | 
are fair game when you know your own 


special target.—Ed. 


SEE CARY GRANT IN U.I.’S “OPERATION PETTI- 
COAT.” ROCK HUDSON CAN BE SEEN IN “PILLOW 
TALK” FOR U.I. DON’T MISS TROY DONAHUE IN 
“a SUMMER PLACE” AND “THE CROWDED SKY” 


FOR WARNERS’. BE SURE TO SEE BOB EVANS IN | 


“THE BEST OF EVERYTHING” FOR 20TH. SEE 
DWAYNE HICKMAN EVERY TUESDAY ON CBS-TV, 
8:30-9:00 p.m. EST, APPEARING IN “THE MANY 
LOVES OF DOBIE GILLIS.” HIS VOICE CAN BE 
HEARD IN COLUMBIA’S “1001 ARABIAN 
NIGHTS.” LISTEN TO ANDY WILLIAMS SING FOR 
CADENCE RECORDS, DION AND THE BELMONTS 
FOR LAURIE, AND HEAR FRANK SINATRA ON 
CAPITOL. DON’T MISS FRANK IN 20TH CENTURY- 
FOX’s “CAN-CAN.” HE’S ALSO IN “NEVER SO 
FEW” FOR METRO-GOLDWYN-MAYER. DON’T 


MISS FRANK’S SPECIAL, FEBRUARY 15TH, ON 
THE ABC-TV NETWORK, 9:30-10:30 P.M. EST. 
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TRADE MARK 


| Enjoy security, independence and freedorn 
| from money worries. Earn up to $65.00 a week +s 
in good times or bad as a Practical Nurse. 


LEARN AT HOME 
IN ONLY 10 WEEKS 


Age, education not important —in a few 
short weeks you should be able to accept 
your first case. Mail coupon today. 
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PHOTOPLAY MAKES AN ALBUN 
PHOTOPLAY: 


PICKS THE GREAT LOVE THEMES FROM HOLLYWOOD 


TARA’S THEME from “GONE WITH THE WIND” 
AROUND THE WORLD (In Eighty Days) 

THREE COINS IN THE FOUNTAIN 

AN AFFAIR TO REMEMBER ¥ LAURA 

THEME FROM PICNIC — MOONGLOW 


urns met Weiias: 


wat nuni 


et 


H* you ever browsed through a 

record store and wondered, 
“Gee, wouldn’t it be great to make 
one big album with all my own movie 
favorites on it?” We have. 

In fact, we liked the idea so much 
that we went ahead. That’s it above. 
At first, there was such a storm in the 
office because everyone wanted to in- 
clude their own particular favorites. 
Finally, we narrowed it down to 
twelve—six on a side—of what we 
think are the top love themes from 
the top motion pictures. 

The Warner Brothers recording ex- 
ecutives liked them, too. So suddenly, 
there we were, making our own rec- 
ord, It was tremendous fun! We final- 
ly included themes from “Gone With 
the Wind,” “Picnic,” “The Razor’s 
Edge,” “Hurricane,” “An Affair to 











LA VIE EN ROSE Y FASCINATION 
HI-LIL, HELO 8 MAM'SELLE 


‘ THE MOON OF MANAKOORA 
i lbs ISN'T 1T ROMANTIC 


5Y YTOPLAY (3) 7 peeeverene 


“Laura,” 
“Love in the Afternoon,” “Around 
the World in 80 Days,” “Lili,” “Three 
Coins in the Fountain” and “To the 
Victor.” 


Remember.” “Sabrina,” 


Anyway, as soon as we could, we 
all crowded into a studio to hear the 
“master”—that’s the record all the 
others are made from. It sounded 
great! We found we had everything 
from the full symphonic scope of 
Muir Mathieson conducting the Sin- 
fonia of London to the exotic Ha- 
waiian style of “The Outriggers.” It 
was good having so many selections 
instead of just one type of music or 
one artist. 

Almost every top music composer 
is included—Rodgers and _ Hart, 
Frank Loesser, Victor Young, Sammy 
Cahn and others. Hope you enjoy it. 











have you heard... 


What They’re Playing: Johnny 
Mathis’ great album, “Heavenly” 
(Columbia)... . “Sixty Years of Mu- 
sic America Loves Best” (RCA), a 
roundup of music-making from Ca- 
ruso to Belafonte. . . . “Let’s All 
Sing With The Chipmunks” (Liber- 
ty), featuring Simon, Theodore—and 
Alvin, natch. . . . “50,000,000 Elvis 
Fans Can’t Be Wrong” (RCA), th 
second volume of El’s golden poate 

. “Swingin’ on a Rainbow” (Chan- 
cellor), with Frankie Shy-Guy Ava- 
lon. .. . “Connie Francis Sings Italian 
Favorites” (M-G-M), which will prob- 
ably be a classic. . .. Andy Williams’ 
“Lonely Street” album (Cadence), 
probably Andy’s best! 


What They’re Doing: Gary Cros- 
by’s dating Frank Sinatra’s pretty 
daughter, Nancy. . . . Just look into 
Paul Anka’s blue eyes and you'll know 
why he’s written all of Annette’s songs 
for the album she'll be bringing out 
real soon. . . . Everybody’s watching 
Johnny Preston’s recording of “Run- 
ning Bear” climb the charts. . . . Cliff 
Richard (his big hit’s “Livin’ Doll’) 
is seventeen-years-old, lives in Lon- 
don and wants, more than anything, 
to come to the States and meet his fans. 
But his folks say no to a visit till he 
turns eighteen. . . . Those Kookie 
Coasters! What do you think of their 
“‘What About Us” ? It was (Continued) 
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written by 
Mike Stoller 
and Jerry 
Lieber 
(who wrote 
‘“‘Hound 
Dog” for El 


and “Love 





Potion 
Number 9” 
for the Clo- 
vers). I like the flip side, “Run Red 


Run,” too! 


4 


Gary’s got a steady girl. 


. . . Sal Mineo’s beating 
the drums more than ever. Sal says 
he got lots of inspiration from Gene 
Krupa during the filming of “The 
Gene Krupa Story.” Sal played Gene 
in the movie, and it was an ambition 
As a kid, Sal used to 
theaters 


come true. 
haunt the 
played. 


where Gene 


What They’re Saying . . . [very 
day, soon as my ABC Radio show, 
“Teen Town,” comes to a close, I sip 
a soda or a hot chocolate with my 
daily guest, and sometimes those off- 
air comments are pretty revealing. 
For instance: Frankie Avalon: “First 
thing I notice about a girl at a hop 
is her smile. It makes me feel good 
and helps me get up my nerve to ask 
for a dance.” Gary Troxell of 
The Fleetwoods: “One of the reasons 
Jennifer (his steady) told me she 
liked me was that I wasn’t ashamed 
to meet her parents.” Connie 
Francis: “I wish people would play 
happy records when they get up in 
the morning, if they’re in a depressed 
mood. I always play ‘I’m Sittin’ on 
Top of the World’ if I’m blue 


always makes me feel great!” 


and it 
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Sal’s got a dream-come-true. 


| 





Santo 
and 


Johnny 
Etc. 





oe Farina is twenty-one and plays 
the steel guitar; Johnny is nine- 
teen and plays the electric guitar. 
And in my opinion, their new record, 
“Teardrop,” and their album, “Santo 
and Johnny,” make them the year’s 
most promising instrumentalists. 

The brothers live at home, love to 
shop for sports clothes and are both 
wild about lasagna. Santo’s favorite 
hobby, besides playing the guitar, is 
looking after the 350 pigeons he 
keeps on the roof of their Brooklyn 
apartment house. Santo says, “You 
learn so much about life watching 
those pigeons live—honest. You never 
have a dull moment.” 

Johnny has quite a few pets to look 
after, too: two dogs—a German 
shepherd and a small terrier; a ham- 
ster; two ducks named Tom and 
Jerry; his tropical fish; three para- 
keets: two turtles and a cat. 





PARTY TALK 


February’s a month of holidays— 
good excuses for a party. So polish 
up on your party talk. 

What makes a good conversational- 
ist? First of all enthusiasm for what 
you're talking about. But what can 
two people, suddenly meeting each 
other for the first time, discuss? A 
new movie or book or record, a nice 
tie a fellow has on, or school doings. 

Remember to add specifics. Don’t 
just say, “I saw a good movie.” But 
add, “Pat Boone really looked scared 
when he descended into the earth. . . .” 

To help get a guy started in conver- 
sation—if he’s shy—try being patient 
and listening—and ask questions. 

If you’re not sure of what you want 
to say, then let the other person ride 
the talk-pedal. And if you talk too 
fast, look out—or you'll end up talk- 
ing only to yourself. 





Shari’s 
Corner 





Hi Gang— 

I’ve got lots of things to tell you 
this month, especially about the many 
phone calls I had from our friends in 
recordsville. A couple of weeks ago, 
| received a call from the Cricketts, 
the late Buddy Holly’s group. “We’re 
in town to cut a new album for Bruns- 
wick,” they told me. “Come on along 
So off I went. The 
session came off great and, afterwards, 
Joe B. Mauldin, Jerry Allison, Sonny 
Curtis and Earl Henry, the new lead 


to the session.” 


singer, all came over to my house, 
where Mom cooked us some spaghetti. 

A few days later, The Diamonds, in 
town to promote their new record, 
“Walking the Stroll,” called. “How 
about us all meeting for dinner?” 
Dave Som- 
erville, the 
lead singer, 
suggested. 
We all met 
at Tops and 
did they 
look hand- 
some in 
their sweat- 


ers — white 


Bobby: Something fishy? 


with red 
diamonds. “We've been on tour back 
East,” Evans Fisher, the tenor, told 
me. “And are we worn out!” said 
John Felton, the baritone. Then we 
drove up to see my new house. We 
piled into their station wagon and off 
we went—I had to tell them we could 
only see the outside, because I didn’t 
have a key. The next thing | knew, 
Mike Douglas, the bass singer, was 
hanging out the window, waving at 
us. “How did you get in?” I cried. 
“I’m handy at picking locks,” he 
laughed. 

Bobby Rydell called to suggest a 
swim, and I met him at the High- 
lander Motel, where he was staying. 
I met him in the parking lot and we 


both headed straight (Continued) 
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The Monthly Record coninues 





What's in the Stars? 


Were you born be- 

tween January 2\st 

and February 19th? 

Then you belong to 

the eleventh sign of 

zodiac, Aquarius. 

Dodie Other Aquarians are 

Donna Reed (Jan. 27), Dorothy Ma- 

lone and David Wayne (Jan. 30), 

Fabian (Feb. 6), Jack Lemmon and 

Lana Turner (Feb. 8), Carol Lynley 

and Kim Novak (Feb. 13), Dodie 

Stevens (Feb. 17), Dane Clark (Feb. 
18). 

The clue to your personality is your 
generosity. You like giving help, time 
and gifts to friends and acquaint- 
ances, but are occasionally hurt when 
they aren’t thoughtful of you and 
your needs. Yet 
there’s nothing you 
can do about this 
because you're not 
happy unless you're 
helping others, 
whether they hurt - 
you or not. Kim 

When it comes to romance, you 
have such high ideals that you're 
often disappointed. You must re- 
member that love can never be per- 
fect; so try to strike a happy medium 
between a “dream love” and a “real 
love.” 

You're excellent with details, a 
leader with determination and you 

have a talent for 
acting. 

You have a funny 
tendency to _ hold 
back from saying 

the things you be- 
lieve, because you 
Lana don’t want people 
to think “different.” You 
shouldn’t be afraid to express your- 


you re 


self. Aquarians usually make good 
sense about what they believe because 
they've mulled it all over in their 
minds for days. 

You like tradition, would prefer a 
comfortable old-fashioned kitchen to 
a gadgety modern one. Your lucky 
number is four. 
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ACROSS 


. He sings in the movie “Can Can” 

. He wants to know “Why” (init.) 

. Former baseball player 

. “We Got Love,” says he 

. His is “The Sweetest Music This Side of 
Heaven” (init.) 

Sie. Talk” 

. Father of 16 across (init.) 

. His plea: “I Wanna Be Loved” 


DOWN 


. The Pride of Canada 

. “Dance With Me,” they say 
Go Go (pictured) 
She’s “Unforgettable” 

He digs hats (init.) 

e Beat’’ 
“Primrose 

. Bobby Darin’s record label 
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Sharls Corner 


Continued 


for the pool. He looked great in his 
white trunks and blue terry-cloth 
shirt. “Last one in’s a chicken,” 
Bobby shouted. I didn’t have to 
worry, though, because when Bobby 
dove in, he pulled me with him. And 
talk about a fish in the water. I was 
just trying to catch my breath when 
Bobby swam underwater. Catching 
me by the legs, he picked me up, then 
tossed me over his head. As we were 
driving home, later on, Bobby told 
me he had no steady girl but that, 
like his new record, “I dig girls.” 
Then, turning a corner, Bobby just 
missed a bus. “Almost hit that little 
bus,” he laughed. “Little!” I gasped, 
still trying to catch my breath. 

The rumors are flying that Rick 
Nelson may change his recording 
style to pop. I saw Rick, driving 
about in his new red sports car, and 
asked him about it. “I’ve been think- 
ing about it,” he said. “A change is 
good for everyone.” I told him I 
liked the powder blue sweater he was 
wearing and he said he’d just bought 
it that day. “For a special date?” I 
asked. “No,” he said. “I’m still play- 
ing the field.” 

Looks like Edd Byrnes is altar- 
bound with Asa Maynor. I got this 
information from Kookie’s close 
friend, actor John Ashley. Good luck, 
Kookie! 

Boy, talk about a ginchy date. The 
Four Preps have a system they call 
the Jet Age Romance. Glen Larson, 
one of the Preps, phoned me and told 
me how he picked up his date at 5:30 
in the afternoon in Los Angeles and 
had dinner with her in San Francisco 
an hour later. Can you imagine the 
surprised look on the face of Carol 
Garley, an Arcadia High student, 
when she asked “Where are we go- 
ing?” and Glen told her? “But I had 
her home by her 12 o’clock curfew,” 
Glen added. 

See you next month, gang. And 
till then, please be good and do 
behave. 


—Shari Sheeley 
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nd es wilt THERE ARE THREE BRECK SHAMPOOS 
3CO ‘ “- , | 7 : FOR THREE DIFFERENT HAIR CONDITIONS 


nie tr . 24 t=. ae J A mild, gentle shampoo may be used as often as desired to help 
my |) CSA | eee «00 keep hair looking its best. A Breck Shampoo cleans thoroughly, 
g0- al A . leaving the hair soft and easy to arrange. One Breck Shampoo 

| : is for dry hair. Another Breck Shampoo is for oily hair. A third 
Breck Shampoo is for normal hair. Select the correct Breck 
Shampoo to bring out the natural beauty and lustre of your hair. 





ind 
ihe - ses New packages marked with color help you select the correct Breck Shampoo. 
4 ounces 60¢ @ Red for dry hair Yellow for otly hair @ Blue for normal hair 


y ENJOY THE BRECK SUNDAY SHOWCASE, A DRAMATIC SERIES, ON THE NBC TELEVISION NETWORK. 








ALL Quan eirts SAY NO! NO! NO! 


NO 
shampooing! 


Totally New! e ” 9 


The Salon-Tested Home Permanent 


No“perm’ odor! Leaves your hair sweet enough 
to kiss right after waving ! 


New FASHION ‘QUICK’ contains exclusive 

“Clean Curl” Neutralizer... the amazing Built-In Shampoo! 
Actually washes your hair as it locks in your wave! Leaves your hair 

sweet enough to kiss right after waving. Fashion ‘Quick’ ends forever the 
3 big home permanent problems. No “perm” odor! No shampooing—before 
or after waving! No mixing, measuring, messing with neutralizers! 

For the most beautiful wave you have ever had .. . in half the time... 

with half the work .. . get Salon-Tested Fashion ‘Quick’. 


Guaranteed to take! Guaranteed to last! 


Reeular, Gentle and Super Fashion ‘Quick’ (for each type of hair) 


New Sashien Quick Home Permanent 
al vy RICHARD HUDNUT 








